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	1. Just Another Day

**A/N: **This is my first attempt at writing a fanfiction. I'm not sure if this is going anywhere, but I've had this idea in the back of my mind for the last couple days, begging me to put it down on paper.

Additionally, I'm going to make some changes to the setting in order to better fit my character, so if you read this, take note of the following:

1. As part of the story and for funsies, Seo is going to be my OC's next door neighbor, living in a small house adjacent to the apartment complex where my guy is going to live. Since Seo visited Maison Izumo located in the north a few times in the anime and manga, it's a reasonable assumption to say that in canon, he lives somewhere in the Northern part of Tokyo. In this story, he'll be living in the eastern section where my guy is going to be.

2. On the subject of Seo, there is going to be some bashing, in fact, at least for time being, Seo is going to be a huge dick. I didn't really like his attitude in the anime, and was sort of disgusted at his inability to retain a job, working his Sekirei like dogs to support him. So any Seo-fans, keep that in mind if you still want to read.

3. I'm going to try and write this without changing to much from the canon events, I'm not sure if my guy is going to have any interaction with Minato or not, but I will probably reference some of the events that Minato was a part of, probably through the news.

4. Again, this is my first fanfiction and also my first attempt at writing a fictional story period, so please bear with me and if you spot any inconsistences, feel free to point them out in the review section. I don't mind criticism as long as it's done constructively and politely, any compliments are welcome to of courseJ.

5. I'm not 100% sure as to what or how many Sekirei my dude will wing, all I know right now is that his harem is going to be a bit smaller than Minato's. After all, I don't want to have to keep track of a bunch of characters for my first time writing.

6. One last thing, this story will be rated 'M' for safety more than anything. Not sure if they'll be any lemons in here yet.

I own nothing from Sekirei or any references to other media that might appear in this story, all characters, except my own OC belong to their respective creators.

* * *

><p><span>Chapter 1<span>

Kenshin Oyamada reached out with a meaty fist to silence the blaring racket of the alarm clock as the display changed to 7:00am. Light brown eyes opened and took in the blurry image of the plain white and slightly cracked ceiling above his head. Letting out a cavernous yawn, the young 18 year old heaved himself upright, cringing slightly as the springs in his bed complained at the shifting of his substantial weight. Reaching blindly, Oyamada let out a soft curse as he heard the light clinking sound of his glasses hitting the hard wood floor. Climbing out of bed and getting on his hands and knees, the young man fumbled around, struggling against the poor light and even worse eyesight for his fallen glasses. After a few minutes of clumsy searching, he found them under his bed. After putting them on his round face, Oyamada attempted to stand up… only to bang his head on the steel bar of the frame. Letting out a louder curse than before, he finally struggled to his feet.

_"__What a great way to start the first day of twelfth grade Kenshin,"_ Oyamada thought sarcastically, as he strode over to the medium-sized bathroom in his average-looking apartment. Letting out a smaller yawn, Oyamada removed his boxers, taking a minute to stare at himself in the mirror that adorned the back wall of his bathroom.

A round, half-awake face with short, dark hair stared back. The young man's eyes peered down the rest of his heavy-set frame with a neutral expression on his visage. Oyamada, like most young men of his body type, was somewhat reserved when out in public, however, _unlike_ most of these men, he liked himself as he was, long ago accepting the fact that he would always be fat.

Back in elementary school, before he recognized this truth, his Mother tried everything she could think of to slim him down; whether it was packing a smaller lunch, or suggesting he exercise after school. Oyamada tried these things, but regardless of how much he jogged and how little he ate, his weight refused to go down by more than a couple of pounds. In fact, most of the time, the lack of nourishment caused the pudgy student to grow light-headed and dizzy.

After the last time he weighed himself with no obvious change, his desperate mother took him to the doctor for an explanation. Unfortunately, the man couldn't give them an answer either. Oyamada's body defied explanation. After the results of his last check-up came in, the doctor was surprised that the charts showed that he was fairly healthy for a child his age. The large elementary schooler just dismissed it as a quirk of his and elected to move on.

It wasn't that bad, not really. Oyamada could honestly say he liked himself as he was. Sure, he got teased quite often in school, but the young man refused to get upset over it. Why cry over a bunch of "hurtful" words? It's not like he could do anything about his condition.

Sadly, his mother just couldn't seem to accept him as he was and kept badgering him about his weight to the point where even Oyamada's large reserve of patience was beginning to run dry. It was one of the reasons he moved out of the house and used most of his savings, along with borrowed yen from the families of the few close friends he had to purchase this apartment in the Eastern part of Tokyo. Despite the neighbors' insistence that it was OK, Oyamada promised himself to pay back every yen that he borrowed.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada shook his head of these thoughts, as he removed his glasses, setting them down on the counter. The young man entered the medium-sized shower stall, turning the knob to the appropriate temperature. The warm water cascaded over his bowed head and down his large frame, fully awakening him to face the day. Washing away last night's sweat, he stepped out of the shower after a few minutes and toweled himself dry.

Putting his glasses on once again, Oyamada grabbed his boxers and put them underneath the pillow of his now freshly made bed. Shivering slightly at the cooler temperature, the young man strode over to his closet and dawned a fresh pair of undergarments, along with his extra-large school uniform that he laid out the previous night.

Continuing to the kitchen, Oyamada grabbed a couple pieces of bread from the old-fashioned bread box next to the refrigerator. After putting the bread in the toaster, Oyamada turned the knob on the slightly battered T.V. on top of the counter, flipping it to the news for some background noise as he waited for his toast to finish.

Normally, the young man did not pay too much attention to the latest headlines, but after seeing the outlandish visage of MBI's president Minaka Hiroto, located at what appeared to be at the base of MBI tower, Oyamada decided to see what he had to say:

_"__With MBI's stocks continually increasing, what are the future plans for your company?" asked the attractive-looking reporter. Minaka gave her a wide grin, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose slightly before answering. "Today, we stand on the precipice of a new age! The Gods of fate and destiny will guide mankind to new heights! The only Plan that MBI will follow is the one that the Gods have shown me!" So saying, Minaka turned around with a dramatic flourish of his white cape, disappearing inside the tower. Immediately, two large men in business suits and sunglasses took up positions on either side of the door. The reporter stared after Minaka with a puzzled expression adorning her soft features, before turning around and addressing the camera once more: "That was Minaka-shacho, founder of MBI, and from the sound of it, the company is well on its way to being one of the richest conglomerates in-"_

*DING!* Oyamada's attention snapped from the T.V. as the freshly toasted bread made its sudden appearance. A delicious smell wafted throughout the kitchen as Oyamada went over to the cupboard to retrieve a breakfast plate. Using a butter knife to quickly impale the pieces of toast, he transferred both slices to the plate, one after another.

Oyamada's ample stomach growled in preparation of being fed. After applying creamy peanut butter and delicious cherry jelly to both pieces, the hungry young man retrieved a glass from the lower shelf of the same cupboard and poured himself a tall glass of milk. Grabbing a napkin from the nearby drawer, he sat down at the small dining room table.

Taking large bites from the toast, Oyamada quickly devoured both pieces, chugging down the beverage at a rapid pace and wiping his face off with the napkin. After the quick breakfast, Oyamada rinsed his mouth of any remaining food particles with the rest of his milk before going back over to the bathroom to brush his teeth and wash his hands. Returning to the kitchen, the now-sated young man placed the peanut butter and jelly back in their respective places, also rinsing the plate, glass, and butter knife and putting all three items on the drying rack next to the sink.

With breakfast out of the way, Oyamada's thoughts turned to the day ahead: "_The first day of Senior year is supposed to be a big deal right? Is it okay that I feel so indifferent about a so-called exciting day?" _Oyamada never really understood or cared for the significance of supposedly important events, such as the first day of school, or even his own birthday, even as a child. The young man preferred to think of these events as just normal days to experience and then move on, not seeing a reason to make a big deal out of it. Oyamada understood that such a dispassionate outlook on life would not win him many friends, but then again, he preferred to have one or two close ones instead of 5-10 acquaintances.

Wandering over to the patchwork easy chair in his living room, Oyamada grabbed his school bag from its place atop the seat cushion. He flipped it open to make sure everything was accounted for. "Let's see, I have my folders for each class, a couple of notebooks, three mechanical pencils with plenty of extra lead, a couple pens, highlighters, textbooks and of course my phone," Oyamada muttered to himself.

Seeing that everything was packed away, Oyamada grabbed his bag and slung it over his beefy shoulder, also pocketing his smart phone. The high school student made one last trip over to his kitchen's refrigerator, to retrieve the carefully wrapped bento from within.

Turning off the television with a twist of the knob, Oyamada glanced over his apartment one last time, making sure he did not forget anything. Nodding to himself, the young man glanced at his phone to check the time: 7:25am, meaning he had about 65 minutes to make it to school.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada made his way to the front door, donning his outside shoes before leaving his apartment suite. After making his way down the hall to the front entrance of the apartment complex, he stepped out into the unusually hot April morning. Oyamada glanced to his left, eyeing the seemingly out-of-place house, adjacent to the apartment building, _"hopefully, I won't run into him today,"_ Oyamada thought to himself.

Unfortunately, luck was not with him as Seo Karou emerged from the ramshackle house with a bottle of sake in hand, and a slightly unsteady gate in his step. Seo was tall, standing slightly higher than Oyamada's own 180cm frame. The man was about seven years older than the student, with chiseled muscles and a wild look about him.

He was also something of a ladies man, as on more than one occasion Oyamada had witnessed him with booze in one hand and an attractive girl in the other. Currently, he was bare chested, showing off his pronounced abs and wearing blue jeans._ "Of course he's drunk, who else would be at 7:30 in the morning?"_ Oyamada thought with disgust.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Elseware, a well-endowed woman standing on an uncompleted sky scraper and wearing a purple Chinese dress that displayed a generous amount of cleavage let out a delicate sneeze. Wiping her nose daintily with the pocket handkerchief, she took another long gulp of her sake bottle.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada tried to casually walk away, hoping to avoid being seen by his neighbor, but the sound of approaching footsteps and the permeating smell of booze told him otherwise. Oyamada let out a sigh, resigning himself to the fact that he would have to deal with Seo today.

The older man was one of the first people that Oyamada had an actual conversation with after he moved into the apartment complex, unfortunately, the exchange was not a favorable one for the high school student, and it was one of the few times that he lost his temper….

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

_Oyamada grunted under the weight of the final cardboard container from the moving truck. Sweat drenched his hair and face with his equally soaked shirt plastered to his back as if he just climbed out of a swimming pool. His desktop computer and monitor were packed away in the padded interior of this particular box, and so he had to be extra careful when handling this one. _

_Unfortunately, the movers went to lunch, after Oyamada paid them a generous tip for their hard work. In their haste, they neglected to give the truck a final inspection and therefore missed this last box tucked away in the far corner of the trailer. Oyamada, not wanting to wait for the movers to get back or leave his computer in the sweltering summer heat, climbed in to retrieve it._

_Out of the corner of his eye, Oyamada caught sight of a tall man wearing a white wife beater and blue jeans with a rugged look about him. The stranger made his way toward the struggling student with a wicked grin on his face. The young man was wondering what this guy wanted when the newcomer "accidentally" collided with the box in Oyamada's hands, sending it crashing forcefully to the ground. The sickening crunch of plastics, electronics and glass that followed turned his blood to ice as he quickly looked down at the remains of his computer and monitor. The asshole of a stranger was forgotten temporarily in his haste to survey the damage._

_Oyamada's growing fear came to life as the computer that he spent months saving up for through jobs and assisting around his neighborhood, was now nothing more than a pile of junk on the unforgiving cement._

_Oyamada looked up at the man responsible with a piercing glare. The stranger did not look at all remorseful for his actions. In fact, he appeared to be fighting a losing battle trying to keep from roaring with laughter._

_"WHAT THE HELL IS YOUR PROBLEM ASSHOLE?" Oyamada boomed, at the guy. "Nothing at all, you should just watch where you are going fat ass!" the stranger replied_. _The jab about his weight went ignored as Oyamada was temporarily rendered speechless at this man's audacity and blatant disrespect._

_Oyamada knew full well this guy ran into him intentionally, and from the barely concealed smirk on the man's face, he knew it to. "In any case," the man continued "did your mommy and daddy pay for your fancy apartment? I can't stand brats like you, especially fat pieces of shit who rely on their parents for support, even at 18 years of age."_

_Oyamada's glare turned sharper still as he replied. "Is that really your business you son of a bitch?! You don't know a damn thing about me so you have no right to judge me. However, just to get you off my back and to keep you from wasting anymore of my time; no, my parents did not support me at all in this move," not seeing any reason to let this poor excuse of a man know that the adults around his neighborhood, some of whom were in fact parents assisted him in getting here._

_"I expect you to take responsibility for this, the cost comes out to be ¥ 25,000," Oyamada continued angrily. "I'm not paying you back for shit, I did nothing wrong. Unless you want to make me..." the stranger responded, giving the younger man a fierce grin._

_Oyamada could tell the man was looking for an excuse to bash his head in, but the high schooler chose not to take the bait because one, he wasn't confident enough that he could take on such a physically fit guy and two, Oyamada did not want to risk stirring up trouble in this new neighborhood before he even had a chance to unpack!_

_After seeing that Oyamada wasn't going to do anything, the man started back toward his small house with a triumphant smirk. Turning around for one last parting shot, he said "that's what I thought, later, fat ass," before disappearing back inside._

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

That was 9 months ago, not long after his 18th birthday. Unfortunately, Oyamada currently couldn't afford a new computer, not with the other living expenses that had to be dealt with first. Oyamada's job at the local bookstore did not afford him the luxury of a whole lot of spending money. However, the student liked to think that he was a lot smarter with his earnings than his bum of a neighbor.

"Hello fat ass, off to school?" Oyamada ignored him as he stepped onto the sidewalk. Turning toward the direction of the Sengoku Station, located near the center of the Bunkyo ward in East Tokyo, the student began walking.

Undeterred, Seo fell in step beside Oyamada as the two made their way toward the terminal. The sound of the congested early morning traffic gradually increased in volume as they made their way closer to city. Oyamada for his part gripped the knot of his wrapped bento tightly and did his best to tune out Seo's increasingly desperate attempts to get a rise out of him.

Seo always had the unique ability of getting under Oyamada's skin, causing the usually patient young man to snap back like a bear that's been prodded with a stick one to many times. Occasionally, if the mood took him, his neighbor would even attempt to steal Oyamada's food! Thankfully, getting Seo to talk about himself was a sure fire way to abolish the stream of insults and the attempted theft of his lunch.

Using the small towel in his breast pocket, Oyamada wiped off the sweat that was already gathering on his face. Taking a breath, Oyamada turned slightly to address the bare-chested man next to him. "You seem to be awfully cheerful for a guy who is constantly out of money."

Seo scratched his small patch of chest hair, taking another gulp of his bottle as he formulated his response, "that may be true now, but very soon, I will have a new source of income, and I will never have to work again."

"That right?" remarked a very doubtful Oyamada, as he stepped around an older man walking his dog. "Did you decide to get off your ass and find a job for once?" Oyamada's annoyance had dulled at this point, and the young man was somewhat surprised that he and Seo were having a civil conversation without insults. It was almost chummy.

"Nope, won't have to, not with what's coming very soon," remarked a confident Seo. Oyamada decided to take his words with a bucket of salt, not really believing a single thing out of his mouth. The hand towel emerged again, and Oyamada swiped his face a second time, the large high schooler wishing not for the first time that he wouldn't sweat like a pig.

10 minutes later, the two of them walked up to the cross walk, Seo stretched muscular arms above his head, letting out a large yawn. Oyamada, turned away, trying not to gag at the rancid smell emanating from his arm pits and mouth. "Well, I can't hang out with a fat loser like you all day, later!" Seo said spitefully. Oyamada rolled his eyes at the petty insult. _"Well, it was nice while it lasted_" he thought ruefully to himself. Oyamada let out a sigh of relief as the man turned around, presumably to trek back to his house.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Finally approaching Sengoku station, Oyamada quickly boarded the train for the 15 minute ride. The rotund high schooler smiled apologetically at the disgusted looks on the faces of the small group of people he was unintentionally crowding. Oyamada couldn't blame them for regarding his large and sweaty frame in such a way.

Before too long, Oyamada got off at the 4th stop and quickly exited with muttered apologies, thankful that he managed to find a spot near the train door. Checking his phone again, Oyamada saw that the time read 8:00 ~ 30 min before homeroom.

_"__Thankfully Kogei High School is relatively close to the train station," _the student thought to himself. Proceeding out of the terminal and up the stairs, Oyamada emerged onto the incredibly crowded sidewalks in the heart of the Bunkyo ward. Looking around at the numerous high-rise buildings and sky scrapers, Oyamada could just make out the 8-story high school, positioned just out of reach of the main flow of Tokyo traffic.

Oyamada calmly approached the school at about 8:15. Glancing to his left, he took in the tall, strangely shaped statue standing adjacent to the glass high school. This structure was made up of a metal cylinder with a square like pattern on the sides. At the top of the cylinder was an opening, out of which a statue made of red marble, reminiscent of a tree bereft of leaves grew. Oyamada counted 4 "branches" petering out in various directions.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Finally approaching the main entrance, Oyamada pulled open the glass door and stepped into the main entrance hall. Moving forward, the portly young man ignored the looks of disgust on some of the students, mostly girls, with practiced ease, as he made his way to the locker room to switch out for his indoor shoes.

Opening the door to his home room, located about half-way down the second floor hall, Oyamada noticed about half the class was present. Glancing up at the wall clock placed just above the white board, he noticed that it was 10 minutes to class time.

Oyamada took a seat at the very back of the classroom in the row closest to the windows and farthest from the door. A group of girls chatting by a desk, two seats away smothered a fit of giggles as Oyamada's desk let out a screech with the sudden addition of his weight.

Oyamada cringed slightly at the sound, making sure to sit up straight in order to avoid his ample stomach from spilling over the wooden table attached to the chair. Placing his school bag next to his seat and the bento underneath the chair, Oyamada carefully considered what to do next.

After a couple minutes of thinking, the young man flipped open his school bag, getting out his dark green spiral note book and blue mechanical pencil. Unzipping a smaller pocket, Oyamada brought out a large eraser. Flipping open the notebook to the first page and placing his pencil and eraser neatly to his right, the prepared student steepled his fingers together atop his desk, patiently waiting for the start of class.

Oyamada eyed the students, doing his best to tune out the mindless chatter taking place around him.

After a couple minutes of waiting, Oyamada's mind wandered back to his talk with Seo on the way here: _"...but very soon, I will have a new source of income, and I will never have to work again."_

_"__New source of income? Doesn't seem likely," _Oyamada thought to himself. However, it felt like there was a grain of truth in there somewhere. Seo usually bragged to Oyamada about this kind of thing, so the young man couldn't quite rule out the possibility that his neighbor was telling the truth. _"I guess Seo is either going to come into a lot of money soon, or has a new rich girlfriend. In any case, it seems like something is going to happen to him shortly."_

As his thoughts continued to wander, Oyamada also remembered the brief interview with MBI's president: _"Today, we stand on the precipice of a new age! The Gods of fate and destiny will guide mankind to new heights!..." _

"Destiny and a new age huh? Doubtful, very doubtful," Oyamada whispered to himself. _"However, it seems like MBI is planning something very soon, though I don't think it's going to _guide mankind to new heights, _or whatever." _

All this occurred to Oyamada as the clock continued toward the start of class. Despite his skeptical thoughts, the young man could not shake the feeling that Seo's impending source of income and MBI's new plan were connected somehow. Oyamada gave a mental shake of his head, wondering if he was just looking too much into the words of an insane CEO and his scumbag of a neighbor.

Before too long, Oyamada was standing alongside the rest of the class, as their instructor made his appearance. The students bowed as one, letting out a firm **"****Ohayō sensei!" **The teacher returned the greeting, motioning for them to sit. Oyamada, along with the rest of the class sat down, paying rapt attention as their sensei went over the traditional first-day-of-school guidelines.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

The unusually hot day was taking its toll on the students of Kogei High School. The sun was glaring at them all from on high, as they congregated throughout the yard during lunch break. A group of young men were taking turns climbing the modest selection of trees that dotted the lawn. A few girls were seated under a peach tree, taking refuge from the glaring sunlight and gossiping about the latest episode of some anime. A few brave souls were laid out on the well-kept courtyard, enjoying the heat and the accompanying breeze.

Oyamada was strolling around the enclosed school yard, passing by a pair of students making out. The solitary young man walked along the chain link fence separating the courtyard from the outside world. Oyamada had already eaten his packed bento. The meat, broccoli, and rice balls doing wonders in lifting the reserved young man's spirits.

The first part of the day was about what he expected: introduction from the new teachers, receiving stares at the the fact that he was the only fat person in his homeroom, and chatting with a few acquaintances. Sure, it would have been nice to have a few less looks, but, overall it's been OK day so far. Most people would find the doldrums of this hot day to be boring, but for Oyamada, it was a reminder that his life was wonderfully simple. No muss, no fuss, just school, work, home. Why try to make the most out of his day, when he was perfectly happy with his established routine? No need to complicate things.

Oyamada took out his hand towel for the umpteenth time to wipe down his sweaty face. The large student knew he would be subject to more disgusted looks than usual, as he glanced down at the sweat stains adorning his uniform. If Oyamada were any other fat guy, the wet marks on his shirt would cause him to be more than a little self-conscious about re-entering the classroom. But why fret about something he had no control over? It wasn't like he could stop his body from sweating after all; and besides, most anti-perspirants could not counter the sheer amount of sweat Oyamada was known to generate.

The rotund student would have loved to take refuge underneath one of the trees in the courtyard, if it wasn't for the fact that all of them were currently being used by one person or another. The young man knew that the vast majority of the students would not welcome an especially sweaty guy like him encroaching upon their refuge. No, Oyamada was perfectly content to stroll around the yard on such a beautiful day, why ruin it by risking the consternation of other people?

Gazing out through the fence at the congested Tokyo traffic, Oyamada's eyes caught sight of something, or rather two somethings standing atop the single story grocery across the street. Squinting his eyes, Oyamada could just make out what appeared to be two girls dressed in S&M costumes.

Not quite believing what he was seeing, the fat student removed his glasses, cleaning each lens on one of the few dry spots on his uniform before replacing them on his nose. Yeah, the two girls were still there. Oyamada was not 100% sure, but they appeared to be arguing with one another as to which way to go. Both girls were pointing in opposite directions and gesturing wildly with their other arm in an attempt to make their point.

After a few minutes, the argument ended as abruptly as it began and Oyamada's eyes nearly popped out of his head as he witnessed both girls suddenly jump a full 7 meters into the air, hopping from one roof to another like something out of an anime!

The amazed student watched them until they leapt out of sight behind a skyscraper. Oyamada wondered if the heat was making him hallucinate. Shaking his head, Oyamada turned away from the fence. Gazing across the courtyard, the pudgy student realized that everyone had headed back inside for the next class! The young man quickly jogged over to the entrance, hoping that he would make it to his Japanese History class in time!

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

It was 3:30pm, by the time the school day ended. As was expected, each of the 50 minute classes spent time going over the various rules and regulations for behavior in the classroom, along with the academic honor policy against cheating. As a result, Oyamada had very little to do in the way of homework.

Approaching the train station, Oyamada's thoughts turned to the two S&M girls that he saw at lunch. At some point during the day, Oyamada came to the conclusion that he probably did see two attractive girls, dressed in bondage outfits and leap 7 meters in the air. The image of the figures was too sharp to be classified as a mirage.

Oyamada liked to think of himself as a realist, a man who uses logic and what he sees in front of him as a way to dictate what is possible and what is not. First-hand proof is required before he is ready to believe in anything that most people say or do. After seeing those two girls jump far beyond the limit of what normal individuals are capable of, Oyamada had come to the conclusion that there are more than just humans out there.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Still deep in thought, Oyamada walked out of the train, after it pulled up to the stop closest to his house. Despite the fact that it was the first day of the week, the young man was not scheduled to go into work until tomorrow.

Oyamada worked for an elderly man, who was the owner of a rather large bookstore located on the edge of the business district in Eastern Tokyo. Altogether, there were about 20 employees, with about 5 or 6 on shift at a time. Last week, Oyamada worked for about 30 hours, 5 more than his usual limit. As a result, his boss gave him today off, not willing to pay Oyamada for time and a half for a second week in a row.

Deciding that he was in the mood to eat out, the student stepped into a nearby café for a late afternoon snack. An attractive hostess, dressed in a purple French maid outfit bowed low, unintentionally giving Oyamada an amazing view of her cleavage.

Blushing slightly, the large man immediately brought his eyes up, hoping the hostess did not catch him accidently looking at her well-endowed chest.

"Welcome back goshujin-sama! Your usual table is this way." Oyamada didn't know what to think. Sure, he's heard the other male students at school talk about their experiences at these maid cafés, and Oyamada sometimes considered going to one himself, just to see what the big deal was, but to be addressed as "master," was more than a little uncomfortable for the rotund young man.

Following the hostess, and trying not to stare at her swaying hips, Oyamada was led to a table in the corner next to a window, giving the young man a nice view of the Tokyo traffic. Oyamada slid into the booth, masking a slight cringe as his stomach was pushed grotesquely up against the wooden table.

Appearing not to notice, the hostess made sure he was settled before saying: "I hope you will feel relaxed goshujin-sama, please let us know if there's anything we can do to make your time with us more enjoyable! We live to serve you!" Oyamada tried not to cringe a second time at the bowing and scraping that this maid was clearly forced to do. The young man understood that she was just trying to do her job, but this overt display was just too uncomfortable for Oyamada to ignore.

"Thank you, but that will not be necessary. You are doing a wonderful job without having to offer all of that. Also, "goshujin-sama" is way too much, please, just "Kenshin–san" is enough." Oyamada said, meeting the hostess's eyes for the first time, hoping to convey all of his sincerity with just a look.

The hostess's eyes widened slightly and a slight blush suffused her cheeks. "H-Hai!" she stuttered out, giving one last bow before backing away. Before Oyamada could warn her, she bumped into the table behind her, letting out a surprised "eep." So flustered was the hostess, that she forgot to hand him a menu until she made it about halfway back to her position by the door.

Shuffling back over, she slapped the menu down with more force than necessary causing Oyamada to jump slightly. "S-Sorry, goshuj- Kenshin-san, another maid will be with you in a few minutes!" So saying, the embarrassed young woman gave one final bow before hurrying back to her post at the main entrance.

Giving her retreating figure an empathetic look, Oyamada turned to the menu, wincing at the gaudy pink color and the horrendous names of each food item. Quickly deciding to order whatever the hell a 'Super Kawaii Lovers' Turkey Special Surprise Sandwich' is, along with chips and a drink. Thankfully the latter two items were two well-known brands and therefore couldn't be re-printed to whatever god-awful name the management could come up with.

A short time later, the second maid appeared. This one was identical to the hostess, except she was wearing a dark pink maid outfit with a noticeably smaller bust. "Hello goshujin-sama, are you ready to order?!" the newcomer said with a bow.

"Yes, I will take a… 'Super Kawaii Lovers' Turkey Special Surprise Sandwich' with chips and a Sprite. Also, just as I told your sister, being called 'master' is uncomfortable for me, so please call me Kenshin-san." Oyamada gave her what he hoped was a re-assuring smile.

"Hai, K-Kenshin-san," the pretty maid blushed. Unlike her sister though, she managed to retrieve the menu from him and depart, with relative ease. However, in her haste to get away from the table, she nearly ran down another maid delivering a tray of drinks to another table. Oyamada winced in sympathy.

_"__Why does it feel like I've seen those two before?" _Oyamada thought to himself. "_Nah, there's no way that these are the two S&M girls from before, the odds of running into the same pair of twins in the same part of Tokyo, on the very same day are just too low. Logically, it's almost impossible!"_

Oyamada's thoughts were interrupted as the pink-clad maid returned with his sandwich, chips and drink. "One Super Kawaii Lovers' Turkey Special Surprise Sandwich! Please enjoy Kenshin-san!" she declared with a painful display happiness.

Oyamada grinned nervously, "um, yeah… thank you for the excellent service," he said. The maid twirled in place, cocking her head to the left and giving him a cute wink, and an adorable, if slightly pained smile. Oyamada could have sworn he saw her eye twitch at having to do such a cutesy display.

_"__This is actually a pretty good sandwich, even if the price is a bit expensive for my taste," _Oyamada thought to himself as he took a bite of his food. Before too long, the hungry student finished off his meal. Picking up his school bag and standing up, the young man grabbed the receipt, and made his way to the cash register to settle the bill. The register was run by the hostess from before, clad in her purple maid uniform. Oyamada noticed that the pink maid was hovering nearby and watching him curiously.

After handing the hostess some yen, Oyamada waited for her to ring up the bill and to receive his change. The girl grabbed the correct amount as the large student held out a hand to receive it. Their hands brushed one another, and Oyamada felt a spark of electricity zap his palm, causing him to recall his hand as if he'd been stung and causing the yen to scatter onto the floor.

"Oh! I'm very sorry about that, my fault," Oyamada said to the maid. Quickly stooping down to pick up the fallen change, the fat student missed the surprised and slightly scared expressions that the purple and pink maids exchanged with one another.

Pocketing the change, Oyamada looked up at the now-red faced girl and the equally red face of her sister. The hostess had an annoyed expression adorning her pretty features, while the pink maid had a nervous look on her face as she averted her eyes from Oyamada.

With a muttered 'thanks,' the young man turned around and hurried out the door, the expressions on the faces of both girls still fresh in his mind.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada sighed as he finally made it back to his apartment complex 20 minutes later. The student was glad that Seo was nowhere to be found for the time being. Quickly rushing inside the building, he walked down the hallway and unlocked the door to his apartment suite.

Striding over to the battered armchair in the living room, Oyamada collapsed into it, his weight causing the cushion to droop toward the floor. The student put his bag down beside the chair as he thought about what happened.

Normally Oyamada wouldn't be this affected by the negative expressions of strangers directed at him, but for some reason, seeing the irritated look on that hostess's face and her sister's refusal to look him in the eyes, hurt Oyamada for the first time since he moved here. It felt as if the two girls had discovered the magic of Christmas, only to realize that it was all a sham. Crushing disappointment was the only phrase that could accurately describe the feelings that Oyamada felt rolling off the two maids in waves as he departed the café.

Taking a deep breath, the young man tried to reason himself out of these rare feelings of inadequacy. _"Calm down Kenshin, you've received similar looks from other girls before. Other people's opinions don't matter, as long as you can look yourself in the mirror each day and say 'that man may be fat and unattractive, but that does not make him a bad person, there _**are**_ good points about him that someone _**will**_ see one day.'_

_Besides, it is possible the girls were just reacting to the fact that you dropped all that money. It would be rather annoying, and embarrassing, trying to scoop up all those little coins._

Nodding to himself, Oyamada felt a little better after the mental pep talk. Checking the time, the young man saw that it was 5:00pm and decided to watch some T.V for a while before heading for bed.

After the eighth episode of some anime Oyamada never heard of before, he decided to call it a night. Flipping off the television, Oyamada let out a large yawn as he raised his arms above his head, curling his fingers together in a stretch.

Scratching his side, Oyamada stripped off his uniform, laying it out neatly on the newly vacated chair, before heading over to the bathroom. After a thorough wash, getting rid of the accumulated sweat of the day's exertions, Oyamada stepped out of the shower.

After drying himself off, he re-hung the towel on the rack attached to the bathroom door. Brushing his teeth at the sink, the exhausted young man walked over to the bedroom. Donning just his boxers, Oyamada climbed into bed, deciding not to wear a shirt tonight.

As the tired student started to nod off, Oyamada's thoughts mysteriously drifted back to how ridiculous the premise of that anime was. _"Scantily-clad super powered alien woman, more or less enslaving themselves to humans? Fighting to the death in order to "ascend?" They better fire whoever was in charge of coming up with such an absurd notion…"_

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Across the street from the apartment complex and the ramshackle house, stood two figures looking down from on top of a roof. "Are you sure this is the right place onee-chan?" The slightly shorter of the two asked. "Yes Hibiki, our destined one is down there," the slightly taller girl answered. Both girls leapt to the ground, taking off toward the two buildings.

* * *

><p><strong>AN**: There you have it. Like I said, I'm not sure if I'll continue this, I'll just have to see what you guys think. Let me know in the reviews section.
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	2. Evening the Score

**A/N**: Here's chapter 2, after thinking about it, I've decided to go ahead and continue on this story. I had a lot of fun writing Oyamada.

Chapter 2: Evening the Score

Despite the lateness of the hour, the city of Tokyo was still as busy as ever. Most of the buildings were adorned with a variety of neon lights, as the traffic continued in a never-ending cycle. People still lined the congested walkways and side streets, most of them out to take advantage of the Tokyo nightlife. Away from the city however, the fates of two Sekirei, and a soon-to-be Ashikabi were about to be entwined.

Sekirei No 11 and 12, also known as Hikari and Hibiki, or the Lightning Twins, stood on the small stretch of lawn that separated the small house from the much larger apartment complex. "According to Seo, his house is there," Hikari said, nodding in the direction of the small building on the right.

"Yes, but do you sense that onee-chan? I feel another reaction coming from that other building," Hibiki answered, gesturing to the apartment complex on the left. Hikari nodded, but couldn't understand how they were reacting toward two potential Ashikabis.

"Perhaps we could each check out one of the buildings to see which source has the stronger reaction," Hibiki suggested. Hikari grimaced, not liking the thought of anyone but Seo winging them. Reading her mind as only a twin can do, Hibiki squeezed her hand sympathetically, similar thoughts going through her own mind. "I know Hikari, but you have to admit it's worth checking out. At the very least, we can laugh at how poorly this other man stacks up to our Seo!" Smiling at the thought of mocking a lesser man than their beloved, Hikari agreed to this exploration. The two twins played a quick game of Jankan, (Rock, Paper, Scissors) to decide who would get Seo. Hibiki let out a groan as her rock was wrapped up by her sister's paper.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hibiki watched a grinning Hikari leap over to the battered door, an envious look adorning her pretty face. The younger twin wished she was the one to investigate Seo. With a sigh, she approached the main entrance to the apartment complex. Hibiki grasped the handle, and pulled, pleasantly surprised when the door opened without a sound. Stepping over the threshold and gently closing it behind her, Hibiki followed her instincts as she walked slowly down the hall, trying to pinpoint the source of her body's reaction.

Hibiki came to a stop in front of a room about halfway up the main hall. The younger twin laid a hand on the door, and her eyes widened in surprise as she felt her body become hotter still. Hibiki felt that delicious heat through every pore of her being, far surpassing anything she felt toward Seo. Without question, their Ashikabi was behind here, and it took every bit of her will power to not to kick down the door and have whoever lived here wing her on the spot. Knowing she had to meet back with her sister, Hibiki, with difficulty, backed away from the entrance.

As she retreated back down the hall, the delicious sensation she felt next began to fade away, going from an inferno, to a dull heat and finally to a slight warmth, as she stepped back into the cool night air. As she closed the door behind her, Hibiki gave a start, as an abrupt feeling of dread descended upon her.

She was about to check on her sister, when a piercing scream rent the still night air. "Hikari!" she exclaimed out loud. Hibiki would have immediately stormed over there and torn apart Seo's house, to save her older twin, when she remembered something about the older man. "_That's right! Asama-sama gave him the ability to shut down Sekirei powers and strength if he_ _got a hold of them_,_ if I go over there and get grabbed before I can save Hikari, who knows what he'll do to us!"_ Hibiki really didn't want to believe that the charming and handsome man that she and her sister were in love with would do anything to hurt either one of them. However, she couldn't ignore the facts in front of her. With Seo being the only human with the ability to stop Sekirei powers, who else could cause Hikari to scream like that?

So, ignoring her first instinct that was calling for her to charge over to the other building and rescue her sister, Hibiki tore open the entrance to the complex once again. Sprinting back up the hall, she stopped in front the other door. Not even hesitating, the lighting twin raised a leg, kicking the door clean off its hinges in a burst of lightning.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

_5 minutes earlier with Hikari_

Hikari immediately leapt over to the entrance of Seo's small house, an eager smile on her lips at the thought of reuniting with the charming man she and her sister met at MBI. However, seeing the battered hinges on the door, and not wanting to make that loud screeching sound, usually associated with rust, she looked for another path. Opting for a window, Hikari easily jumped onto the roof, determined to find another way in. Laying on her stomach, the lightning girl quickly peered over the edge, locating the only accessible entrance within arm's reach of her current position.

Reaching out, Hikari gave the window a firm push, surprised that it gave way with hardly any noise. Re-positioning herself, the Sekirei clung to the edge of the roof with her hands, swinging her body like a pendulum, until she built up enough momentum. With one last swing, Hikari let go of the roof, soaring gracefully through the opening and onto the wooden floor, her boots making a slight "thwump" sound as she landed.

Closing the window behind her, Hikari raised a hand and curled her fingers into a fist, igniting a ball of electricity, and casting a dim light on her immediate surroundings. The first thing the Sekirei noticed, was the smell of stale alcohol that permeated the air. Hikari was surprised that Seo's house had such a foul stench to it. "_So, his place is messy and smells somewhat... and he happens to like drinking a little too much, that does not mean he's not our fated one!"_ She thought to herself, not noticing the heat that she felt for him outside of the house was beginning to weaken. Using her other hand to cover her nose, she continued deeper into the small home.

It didn't take long for Hikari to locate Seo's room, the loud snoring giving him away almost immediatly. Tip-toeing carefully around the maze of sake bottles, she made her way toward the source of the noise. Creeping closer to the entrance of his bedroom, Hikari began to notice that her initial reaction to Seo was beginning to wane, the closer she came to the door.

At last she came to a stop, just outside the entrance. Much to the Sekirei's frustrated disappointment, the feeling of warmth, associated with a potential Ashikabi had all but disappeared from Hikari's body. However, stubbornness and infatuation overruled her common sense, and so she twisted the doorknob open, not willing to give up on him just yet. Unfortunately, had she been paying attention, she would have noticed that the chainsaw-like snoring that had been going on up to this point, had in fact stopped…

The determined lightning user stepped inside… and straight into the chiseled torso of a very awake Seo Karou. "Oi oi, if it isn't Hikari! I'm glad to see you gals made it, although it would have been nice if you could have waited until morning. What happened to your sister?" Seo asked, flipping on the light switch and illuminating the bedroom.

Caught unawares, Hikari had to take a moment to get over her surprise and compose herself, before she could focus on his question. "She's currently checking something out right now. You weren't the only one we were reacting to." Looking up at his eyes, Hikari realized with disappointment that she was looking at the mirror image of desire. The very same look that plagued the sisters throughout their entire time in the city. "_Is this the real Seo? Impossible?!"_ Hikari thought to herself.

This Seo, was indeed handsome with a very sexy body, but, he also had a slight air of oppressiveness about him; as if he was a shifty-eyed predator, always on the lookout for new opportunity, and willing to do anything to get it. Glancing around his pigsty of a house, further compounded these facts into the Sekirei's head.

Despite their minuscule age difference, (a mere 15 seconds! But who's counting?) Hikari always tried to look out for her younger sister, even if she had the tendency to let her short temper get the better of her at times. It was clear to her now that the two of them would not be taken care of properly if they winged themselves to Seo. Part of her didn't want to accept it, even now, but, when it came to the safety and well-being of her little sister, everything else, even her own stubborn streak, took a back seat. This realization, while saddening, was not the devastating blow Hikari thought it would be.

"So, are you ready to be winged Hikari?" Seo's voice drew the lightning twin out of her reverie. "What about my sister?" the Sekirei asked. "I'll be sure to wing her as soon as she gets back. You guys agreed to meet somewhere nearby right?" Deciding not to draw this out anymore, Hikari shook her head and signed. "I'm sorry Seo, but I won't be winging myself to you, neither will Hibiki." "What!? But you two agreed to this last time we saw each other! How could you go back on your word now?!"

Hikari furrowed her eyebrows at his angry tone, her own temper starting rise. "I don't react to you anymore, and I'm willing to bet Hibiki won't either, it's that simple! I'm sorry Seo, but you're going to have to accept that!" The Sekirei answered.

"Well I can't! I won't! One way or another, you two WILL be my Sekirei and solve all my money troubles." Seo shouted, grabbing Hikari firmly by the wrists.

"Let me go you son of a bitch!" she yelled. Hikari tried to summon up her power to electrocute the man but, much to her dismay, the lightning would not come. Applying as much strength as she could, the trapped girl tried to break his grip, but to no avail.

Her struggling infuriated Seo even more, so he punched her hard across the cheek, letting her go in the process as she crashed to the floor. Again she tried to electrocute him, but only managed a small spark before she let out a pained cry when Seo grabbed her hair and pulled her to her feet. With no other option, Hikari screamed for all she was worth, closing her eyes as Seo's fist descended again. _"Hibiki! Ashikabi-sama, anyone! Help!" _This was her last thought as the stinging sensation on her cheek intensified, before the darkness clouded her vision and she fell unconscious.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada awoke with a start at the sound of his front door being blown off its hinges, a brief flash of light appeared from underneath the crack of his bedroom entrance. The young man scrambled for his glasses and flipped on the table lamp, as the bedroom door burst open. A familiar figure in a pink S&M costume approached his bedside. Before he could say anything, the girl grabbed Oyamada's burly fist, practically yanking him from the bed one-handed. "I need your help!" she panted. Regaining his balance, the young man observed the newcomer's face in the light of the bedroom.

Her face was glowing red, her tongue was lolling out of her mouth, and a heavy panting sound filled the room. The student was convinced that it wasn't completely due to physical exertion. Glancing down to test his hypothesis, Oyamada noticed that she was rubbing her thighs together. However, the young man didn't have time to focus on this fact, as the girl opened her mouth.

"My sister is in trouble, it's Seo!" she said frantically. Hearing the name of his scumbag of a neighbor, Oyamada nodded once, swallowing the millions of questions on his tongue. Gesturing for the girl to lead on. The rotund student winced in pain as his arm felt like it was going to get torn off from the vice like grip the girl had on it.

Faster than what Oyamada believed was possible, the young woman had him out the door, down the hall, outside the complex and across the yard to Seo's front entrance. Oyamada's eyes bugged out of his head as the frantic girl reared back a leg and splintered his neighbor's front door as she did his own.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Seo was inches away from winging the unconscious Hikari, when the sound of splintering wood drew his attention. Standing in the doorway was Hibiki, along with that fat ass Oyamada.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

After taking in the scene of Seo standing over the girl's defenseless sister, about to do god knows what to her, Oyamada's usual reservations about duking it out with his neighbor went out the window.

The young man charged full tilt at Seo. Raising a meaty fist, Oyamada caught the older man in the cheek, putting his full weight behind the punch. Seo, still in shock at the unexpected guests in his home, took the full brunt of the blow, flying back a surprising distance before impacting with a thud on the hard wooden floor.

Turning to where the girl was cradling her sister, Oyamada knelt beside them. "Is she ok?" he asked. "Yes, she's just out cold right now. Thank you so much for helping us Ashikabi-sama." "What did you just call me?" Oyamada asked, giving her a puzzled look. Remembering the feeling of familiarity from earlier, the young man examined the girl in the dim light, emanating from the bedroom, along with the unconscious form of her sister. Giving an exclamation of surprise, he opened his mouth. "You two! I saw you guys on the roof of the grocery store, across the street from my high school earlier today!"

Before Hibiki could respond, Oyamada saw stars as the forgotten Seo smashed his fist into the right side of his face. The young man considered it a small miracle that his glasses didn't fly off from the force of his head snapping around.

Hibiki wasn't idle at this time. Gently picking up her sister, she retreated to a safe distance while Seo was distracted by her would-be rescuer. Setting her down gently by the door, Hibiki stood up and turned around, igniting her hand with electricity. She prepared to electrocute Seo into oblivion for harming Hikari and their soon to be Ashikabi. However, due to the close proximity of Seo and the larger young man, Hibiki could not get a clear shot without harming both of them.

Powering down the lightning in her hand, the younger twin could only watch helplessly, and hope that their soon-to-be Ashikabi would come out on top.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Seo grabbed Oyamada by the neck, half dragging, half lifting him to his feet. "YOU PIECE OF SHIT! HOW DARE YOU TRY AND WING THAT GIRL! THEY WERE SUPPOSED TO BE MY SEKIREI!" The older man roared. It was all the student could do to not pass out from the horrible stench of alcohol on his breath. Oyamada had no idea what Seo was screaming about, but his vision was starting to grow dark, as the furious man tightened the grip on his neck. Grabbing the older man's wrist, Oyamada tried to break the vice-like clamp on his throat, but to no avail.

"They….aren't….possessions…bas…tard he choked out. With one last surge of sterength, Oyamada head butted Seo right on the bridge of his nose. Blood spurted out like a crimson fountain as Seo's nose burst like a grape.

At these words and actions, Hibiki felt the delicious heat from before beginning to return. Staring at her would-be protector, Hibiki realized with a start that this large young man in front of her was the same one that she and Hikari reacted to earlier at the Maid Café!

Taking a deep breath of air, Oyamada collapsed onto his hands and knees, breaking out in a series of hacking coughs, as his body tried desperately to gulp in the depleted oxygen. Oyamada's newly regained breath was suddenly driven out of his lungs, as Seo landed forceful blow to his ribs, screaming the entire time, with blood gushing down his face like a waterfall.

Catching the second leg as it swung down to kick him, Oyamada managed to trip Seo. Fighting the fire in his ribs, he hastily planted his knees on his enemy, pinning him in place with his substantial weight. Pummeling Seo into unconsciousness, Oyamada didn't stop, even as he felt his enemy go limp.

Months of insults and abuse were paid in full at the vengeful fists of the normally even-tempered student. However, he couldn't keep the onslaught going for more than a few punches, and soon enough, he rolled off of Seo's unconscious form.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hibiki had to admit, seeing this young man lay into Seo with fists flying, defending her and her sister's virtue with such passion, was making him more desirable by the minute. The lightning girl was someone who tried to act on fact not feeling. However, in this case, the _fact_ of the matter was that Sekirei bodies _feel _like a pleasurable bonfire when they get near their Ashikabi.

Laying on his back, Oyamada's chest heaved with every ragged breath he took. His lungs felt like they were on fire, and his ribs weren't much better. Blood, mostly Seo's covered the young man's knuckles. The gash on his cheek where Seo punched him stung as tears of anger, frustration, sadness, and most of all shame ran down his face. Oyamada knew he had many faults, but a volatile temper was never among them. For a student who always prided himself on his self-control and logical thinking process, this was a real eye-opener. It certainly didn't help that a small part of him _enjoyed_ putting Seo in his place for once.

"Ashikabi-sama?" said a soft voice. With a start, Oyamada remembered the two girls. Shaking his head of dark thoughts, he gingerly got up and wiped the tears from his eyes. Gasping slightly at the pain in his ribs, Oyamada slowly made his way over to where the twins were. "Are you alright?" he asked the pink-clad girl. "Yes, thanks to you. We should get my sister somewhere safe."

Glancing over at the still-unconscious form of Seo, Oyamada realized she was probably right. The girl picked up her sister piggy-back style, and the two of them made their way back to the apartment complex.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada reached out to grab the thick door to his suite, before he belatedly realized that it was currently on the floor of his living room, nearly split in half from the force that the super-powered girl applied. Staring at her with an exasperated expression, all she could do was smile sheepishly before muttering 'sorry.'

Hibiki carried her sister inside of the apartment suite. Her soon-to-be Ashikabi gestured toward his bedroom. Trying not to think about the implications, the Sekirei wandered toward the room, still carrying her twin. Glancing back, she saw him gingerly walk toward the kitchen to prepare some tea.

Placing Hikari on the small bed, Hibiki sat down at the foot of the mattress, taking the opportunity to look around the room. Her perspective master's bedroom was sparsely decorated. The bed, an end table, and a lamp being the sum total of the furniture. Plain, slightly cracked walls and a ceiling surrounded her, with only a couple pictures on each, giving some form of life to the room. Hearing the sound of her sister stirring, brought Hibiki's attention immediately to the figure on the bed.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hikari bolted upright, nearly head-butting her twin in her haste to get up. The last thing she remembered was trying to electrocute Seo and suddenly finding herself as weak as a day old puppy in his grasp.

"Its ok onee-chan, you're safe." Hibiki said, grasping her sister's hand reassuringly. The No 11 Sekirei focused on her twin's voice and the warmth of their clasped hands as her heart rate returned to normal. "Where are we?" she asked, wincing as she brought her other hand up to gingerly touch the place where Seo punched her. Before Hibiki could respond, a kind voice replied from the doorway.

"You're in my apartment. Are you ok? You were out of it for a while there." Both girls looked over to the figure entering the room. Hibiki noticed he had put on a shirt at some point and was carrying three mugs of piping hot tea.

"I'm fine. Thank you for the drink." Hikari replied, a guarded expression adorning her face, as she carefully accepted the steaming beverage. Eyeing it suspiciously for a moment, she took a sip. The bed-ridden Sekirei almost groaned at how delicious it tasted. Hikari could feel new life seeping into her bones with every sip. Looking over, she noticed Hibiki had a similar blissful expression on her face.

"Heh, you two are very welcome," the young man said with a bemused expression. Ignoring the slight heat that had nothing to do with the admittedly delicious tea, Hikari examined her apparent savior.

Physically, this young man looked just three years younger than the two of them. However, the most obvious feature about him, was the fact that he was huge. Not 'huge' as in 'athletically built,' but 'huge,' more closely associated with 'fat'. The t-shirt he was wearing, strained slightly against a large belly, and his round face wasn't what Hikari would classify as "attractive." She would be lying, if she said that she wasn't disappointed with her savior's looks. However, after her run-in with the "real Seo," she tried not feel _too_ letdown, not entirely succeeding.

Her disappointment must have shown on her face however, as a brief flash of hurt appeared on the large young man, before it vanished so quickly, that Hikari wondered if she imagined it. "I'm Kenshin Oyamada. What are your names?"

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hibiki glanced over at her sister, suppressing the urge to roll her eyes at the look of disappointment on Hikari's features. Despite being identical twins in almost every way, their personalities were polar opposites. While both of them tended to have something of a shallow streak, Hikari took it to the next level, sometimes putting her own petty opinions above reality, just like now.

Being awake for a good 6 minutes and talking with the young man they were reacting to for 5 of those minutes, Hikari had yet to so much as thank him for saving her from being forcefully winged, a fate worse than rape or termination.

If Hibiki was in her position, she would be a little more receptive of this young man. Yes, his looks are lackluster, and yes, Hibiki wished the more handsome Seo didn't turn out to be such an ass, but while Hikari was shallow to the extreme about strangers and stubborn to most anyone with a different opinion, Hibiki would at least look at the known facts before judging someone one way or another. It's because of these positive details, that the younger twin is more inclined to trust this Kenshin-san.

Seeing that Hikari was still stewing in her feelings of disappointment, Hibiki spoke up instead, hoping to make up for her twin's rude behavior.

"My name is Hibiki, and this is Hikari. Thank you again for saving my sister Kenshin-san," she said with a bow. Hibiki glared at her twin, elbowing her in the side. "Thank you Kenshin-san!" Hikari said abruptly, bowing awkwardly. Hibiki just sighed at the hollow show of gratitude, smiling apologetically at the young man.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

"Eh, no problem, I'm just glad I was able to help out. Anyway, we'll talk tomorrow after we've rested. I'll get out fresh towels if either of you want to use the shower."

With a final nervous smile, Oyamada backed out of the room, shutting the door behind him. Glancing down at the splintered piece of wood that used to be the main entrance, the young man sighed. Trying to explain the lack of a door to landlord-dono was not a conversation Oyamada was looking forward to having. With some luck, he won't be evicted because of this.

The sharp pain in his ribs reminded Oyamada of Hikari's own injury. Shaking his head at his selfishness, the large student walked into the kitchen, trying not to jostle his ribs as he slowly knelt to retrieve the first aid kit from underneath the sink.

Straightening up, with a grimace, the battered young man wandered back to the door of his bedroom, barely remembering to knock before barging in. "Hikari, are you awake? I've got a first aid kit to take care of that cut."

A muffled 'come in' sounded from within. Opening the door, Oyamada nearly jumped out of his skin as a pair of very naked twins greeted his shocked eyes. "W-Why the hell did you tell me to come in if you two didn't have any clothes on?!" the young man spluttered.

"About time you remembered my injury. As for your question, our outfits were dirty and uncomfortable, and you never gave us anything else to wear," The elder twin huffed belligerently, spotting the first-aid kit clutched in his shaking hand.

"Hikari…" Hibiki tried to interrupt.

"No, you're right, I'm sorry about that. I've just never had company like this before, but that's no excuse for my lack of manners." Oyamada said, bowing shamefully and not allowing Hibiki to defend him.

Somewhat mollified, Hikari nodded in understanding. "I forgive you. I know you weren't expecting us to just drop in on you like this, and my sister and I do appreciate you for what you've done for us so far," she said, as Hibiki nodded in agreement.

Giving Hikari a grateful smile, while trying not to look at her well-endowed chest, Oyamada set the first aid kit on the bed. "Thank you for that. I'll be back in a moment with something to wear." Walking out of the room, Oyamada went over to the closet, located between the kitchen and the living room, fishing out a couple of t-shirts.

Not for the first time did Oyamada wonder what was going through his landlord's head when he renovated the building. _"Very inefficient, placing the only closet all the way over here instead of in the bedroom. Although, maybe that's part of the reason why this place is so cheap?"_

Pushing the bedroom door open, Oyamada handed the two girls the extra-large t-shirts. Looking away and trying not to stare at their gloriously naked bodies, Oyamada remarked, "I'm sorry that I don't have anything smaller, but at least you'll be covered in something clean. I'll wash your outfits tomorrow, it's a laundry day anyway,"

"Thank you Kenshin-San," said one of the twins after a few seconds. Turning back around, Oyamada tried not to blush at the sight of the two _very_ attractive girls now wearing his clothes.

Clearing his throat nervously, the large young man grabbed the first aid kit and sat down on the bed with more force than he meant, almost unbalancing the two occupants who were now seated in front of him. With a muttered apology, Oyamada faced Hikari "I can take care of that cut if you'd like," he said. Hikari looked at him suspiciously for a moment, as if weighing the sincerity of his words before nodding her permission.

With a nervous smile, Oyamada opened the first aid kit, spying a small bag of alcohol swabs. Seeing the image of a smiling woman using one to dab a cut on her arm imprinted on the side, the young man assumed this is what he needed.

Opening the bag and grabbing one, Oyamada looked back up, and almost fell off the bed in surprise, disturbing his sore ribs in the process. At some point, while he was getting the swab ready, Hikari had leaned in closer to give him better access to her face. Not expecting the sudden change in position, Oyamada got a VERY up close view of the girl's beautiful features. _She is close enough to kiss!_ The young man thought with a blush.

"J-Just get on with it!" she said impatiently, her face also bright red. "H-Hai!" Oyamada stammered. Glancing over at Hibiki, he noticed the amused smirk playing across her face. _Glad someone's enjoying herself_._ She has a beautiful smile though,_ the flustered young man couldn't help but think.

He returned to the task at hand, mentally girding himself for what he was about to do. "T-This will sting a bit," Oyamada warned. "H-Hurry up already!" she demanded. Bringing the swab to Hikari's face, Oyamada gently swiped at the afflicted area, trying not to notice once again how close their faces were to one another.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hikari winced slightly as the large young man treated her injury. The Sekirei was surprised at the level of heat she was feeling from his close proximity. Hikari knew she was practically glowing red, burning up like a furnace at the pleasant sensations this guy was giving her. Looking up slightly, Hikari saw his face screwed up in concentration, as he rubbed the swab. _"He actually looks kind of handsome like that."_ Her eyes widened slightly, as that thought danced through her mind. Deciding not to stare directly at his face, in order to put that line of thinking out of her head, Hikari shifted her eyes downward. Unfortunately, this brought her within view of his lips. _"Those look so soft! I wonder how they taste..." _Hikari jerked slightly as her traitorous brain conjured up an image of the two of them kissing. Oyamada, thinking that he injured her accidentally quickly muttered an apology.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Hibiki subtly rubbing her thighs together and knew that she wasn't the only one affected. _"Unbelievable... my body... feels like its on fire. This is far beyond anything that Seo elicited. Impossible! This guy is so fat, his face is unattractive, how?! How could he make me feel this way?!"_

Hikari looked deep into Kenshin-san's warm (_"wait warm?!")_ brown eyes, and suddenly, she had her answer. Despite his nervousness, the Sekirei saw nothing but genuine concern for her well-being suffusing his gaze. Such kind eyes were a rarity in her experience with humans thus far.

Not long after the two of them left the tower, the sisters realized that for some reason, neither of them were issued their black MBI unlimited cash cards. Every Sekirei was given one to use, as a way to take care of their physical needs while they searched for their Ashikabi.

Faced without a source of income, and having no direction to go on, beyond Seo's vague instructions, it didn't take long for Hikari and Hibiki to come to the conclusion that they needed to find jobs, and quick. For many days they wandered the city in search of work, living off of stolen food as they searched for Seo, hoping that he'd find them.

On more than one occasion, the twin Sekirei were forced to defend themselves from humans that expected sexual favors in exchange for a place to stay. Hikari saw nothing but undisguised lust, and the primal desire to dominate in their eyes. Eventually, they came upon the maid café.

At first, it was a miracle that the two of them found a job at all and thankfully, they were able to make enough to afford a tiny, run-down apartment not far from their workplace. However, the novelty of having a source of income wore off after the first week. Many of the café's patrons would stare at them like pieces of meat, their gazes, sending shivers of revulsion down Hikari and Hibiki's spines.

So it came as a surprise to both girls that, just when they were ready to call it quits and take their chances on the streets again, this unassuming young man walked into their lives. The reaction that both girls felt came as a shock to them, as neither twin expected that anyone else besides Seo would make them feel this way.

Immediately after he approached her at the hostess podium, Hikari knew there was something different about this one. Throughout their interaction, she could feel his gaze wander to other parts of her anatomy at times, but unlike with nearly every other man, his gaze never made her feel like a whore. When the guy left, a quick chat with Hibiki on her experience with this strange customer, revealed that her younger sister got the same impressions.

Deciding to take a chance, both Sekirei quit their jobs at the café on the spot, to follow this young man to see if their reactions to him were genuine. They ended up losing sight of him a few times in the congested Tokyo streets, and as a result, it took them the rest of the day to track him down. Thankfully, they managed to catch up with him, as his large frame vanished into a nearby apartment complex.

It was pure coincidence that he happened to live right next to Seo.

Oyamada's soft voice pulled her out of her thoughts, "Are you ok Hikari-san?" he asked. With some mortification, she realized that at some point, her eyes drifted closed and her head subconsciously leaned into his touch, almost like a dog seeking affection.

With a start, Hikari jerked back. Glancing over at her sister, she caught sight of Hibiki giving her a knowing smirk. "H-Hai, of course I am! Thank you for taking care of me!" Hikari replied, trying to ignore her rapidly beating heart.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hibiki tried not to laugh at her sister's discomfort. It wasn't often that Hikari was so unsure of herself. Her onee-chan loved to put on a big show of confidence, always trying to be the strong one of their duo and the leader.

Hibiki was fine with that. Really. She was happy with that status quo. Hikari could be the headstrong and confident leader, and she could be the level-headed follower, the voice of reason on the many times that her sister's emotions got them into hot water.

As far back as Hibiki could remember, they've always been like that. From the moment they could walk, to the here and now. During those dark days, when they were wandering the city, searching for jobs, it was always Hibiki, who could defuse the many tense situations they found themselves in with a sensible word, and a cool head. Always willing to use logic and common sense to temper her sister's wild personality. In fact, it was Hibiki who suggested they follow this young man in the first place.

She turned to look at Kenshin-sama, already considering herself his Sekirei. The winging ceremony was a mere formality to her at his point. The younger twin could sort of understand why Hikari was so reluctant to accept this guy as their Ashikabi. In addition to her short temper and shallow opinions of people, the Sekirei knew that her sister could be incredibly unyielding at times, even in the face of overwhelming evidence to the contrary. This ability to stick to her guns, regardless of the obstacle, and never giving in to anyone else has helped them out of more close calls than Hibiki cared to remember.

However, in this situation, Hikari's stubborn streak was both unnecessary and frustrating. Hibiki wanted to get the winging over with so they could finally take a shower, and spend time with Kenshin-sama, as Sekirei and Ashikabi!

So, when their savior asked if they needed anything else, aside from access to the bathroom, Hibiki opened her mouth. For once, taking the lead on something. "You could kiss each of us…" Hikari's eyes widened, "WHAT THE HELL HIBIKI?!" she exclaimed.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada blinked at that, not quite sure if he heard her correctly. "Excuse me Hibiki-san, you'll have to run that by me again, I didn't quite catch that." The girl snorted, clearly not believing it. "You heard me just fine Kenshin-sama, I said I want you to kiss each of us. We are reacting to you."

"Hibiki…" Hikari begged. Silencing her sister with a glare, the younger twin turned her attention back to the student, as he opened his mouth to reply. "What do you mean reacting? I noticed the two of you have red faces, but I thought you were coming down with a fever or something," Oyamada said, furrowing his eyebrows in confusion.

"No, our faces are red because we are reacting to you and that we're your Sekirei and you're our Ashikabi, our destined one." Hibiki explained.

"I'm afraid you'll have to start from the very beginning, I don't understand." Nodding in agreement, Hibiki explained all about the Sekirei Plan, the winging process, as well as their own backstory leading up to their time at the café. Hikari, reluctantly filling in the gaps that her sister forgot about. The younger twin made sure to skate around the exact details of their struggle in the city, not wanting to dwell on the pain of the past.

After the explanation, the first thing Oyamada wanted to do, was punch himself in the face for not recognizing those two sooner. It should have been painfully obvious that these twins, and the maids from earlier were one in the same.

Thinking about the Sekirei Plan however, along with the winging ceremony and what it required him to do, left the rotund young man scratching his head and wondering if he was suddenly dropped into some sort of cheesy anime or manga. Plus, just the mere thought of kissing even one of those beautiful girls, was enough to cause a rare wave of self-consciousness to wash over him. It was laughable, just how far out his league these twins are. It's not that he had a problem with the fact that a girl might want to kiss him, far from it. He knew there was someone out there for everybody, even a fat guy like him.

What Oyamada was having such a huge struggle with, was the fact that these particular girls, the kind that you would expect to see modeling lingerie, or starring in adult films, insist that he is their life mate. Something that seems to be far too good to be true for a realist like him. However, at least one of them was insistent on it, even if the other one wasn't quite there and he didn't want to potentially disappoint them.

Oyamada had a sinking feeling that his beautifully simple life was about to become a hell of a lot more complicated. However, the young man could already feel those two girls, practically strangers, working their way into his heart. As cliché as it sounded, even in his own head, Oyamada couldn't think of a better way to describe it. Maybe it's this "Sekirei-bond… thing" that Hibiki was explaining to him before, but without a doubt, the fat young man knew that he already cared deeply for those two.

However, there was still one last thing he had to check…

"Are you sure that you two want to do this with me? You mentioned that you reacted to Seo-san as well. Personally, I can't stand the guy on a good day, but don't let my own personal opinion of the man keep you from finding happiness with him. I know you had a pretty bad impression of him last night, but occasionally, he can be somewhat tolerable." The student said, thinking of his civil conversation with Seo earlier that day. "Even if you choose not to wing yourselves to him, you two can still stay here while you look for your Ashikabi. My landlord doesn't have any policy about other people living in the same room, so long as they're willing to pay for their keep. However, until you get a job, I have enough in my savings to pay for the both of you for at least a couple months."

It was the single most insane thing that any straight, warm-blooded male could do, when faced with the possibility of becoming the shared life-mate of two identical and smoking hot alien twins! But, Oyamada just couldn't accept their proposal, not right away, and _defiantly_ not until he was 100% sure they wanted this… wanted him.

Shocked silence greeted Oyamada after he finished speaking.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hibiki could hardly believe her ears! Never in her wildest dreams did she think that someone would willingly go to such lengths to help a pair of complete strangers. Even at the cost of their own potential happiness. Anyone else in this guy's position would take advantage of their desperate situation. Hibiki wasn't completely naïve as to the human perception on identical sisters. She knew that sleeping with a pair of twins was one of those huge fantasies that nearly every man has dreamt of. So to have a warm-blooded male _willingly_ give up this opportunity, if it meant happiness with another, made no logical sense to her. However, reasoning be damned, her body was growing hotter still at these wonderful feelings! _"Yes, we made the right choice, this man is definitely our fated one," _she thought to herself, tears of joy in her eyes.

Hikari was equally shocked to hear this testimony. Her first reaction was to turn him down flat, surely this offer was too good to be true? However, the intense, but pleasurable heat that radiated from her core could not be denied. The sincerity behind his words were legitimate, she just knew it. Hikari could feel any lingering doubts over petty things such as his lackluster looks and overweight body slowly drift away. For the first time, since getting released from the tower, she could say with complete certainty that this is one choice that she wouldn't regret. Hikari knew that her younger sister was looking to her for leadership, and so, with her usual confidence, the elder twin met Hibiki's eyes, nodding an affirmative.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada saw the two Sekirei exchange nods, bracing himself for what was to come. They turned back to face him and with a rare show of reserve, Hikari answered, "Yes Kenshin-sama, you are defiantly our Ashikabi. Will you please wing us and make us yours?"

Oyamada's eyes widened at this statement. Honestly, he was expecting them to accept his other offers, and either go back to Seo, or only stay with him until they found their actual Ashikabi. Of the three options, choosing him as their fated one seemed inconceivable.

Oyamada wanted to protest, but at this point it would just be seen as stalling. So, the young man did what he always did when faced with a potentially life-changing situation: Accept, and deal with it somehow. Hesitating with questions like "why me?" or "are you sure you don't want to reconsider?" would just make him sound like he was fishing for compliments and wasn't going to get him any closer to resolving the issue anyway.

Still, the weight of the responsibility that he was about to accept did not escape Oyamada's notice. Nodding at their decision, the student responded, "ok, so… how do you want to do this?" he asked.

As he was wondering who he should wing first, the twins more or less took the choice out of his hands. Hikari leaned in first, covering his lips with her own, in a passionate kiss. The Sekirei threw her arms around his thick neck, embracing her newly accepted Ashikabi. Hesitating only slightly, Oyamada gently caressed her cheek, just like in the movies. He returned the kiss with as much fervor as he could, his eyes widening in surprise, as wings of purple light sprouted from Hikari's back, lighting up the dim bedroom. They stayed like that for a full 20 seconds before she moved away.

Oyamada didn't have time to process the searing kiss, as Hibiki moved forward to take her place. Before the young man could say anything, another pair of slender arms made their way around his neck, and he was in another passionate make-out session with the twin sister of the girl he just kissed! Just as before, wings of light sprouted from Hibiki's back, once again bathing the bedroom in a purple glow. After another 20 seconds of surprisingly passionate kissing from the more reserved Sekirei, she too backed away and grasped hands with her sister.

"**By the thunderclap of our pledge, the disasters that befall our Ashikabi will be destroyed!" **Hikari and Hibiki chanted at the same time.

The young man thought about what happened tonight, beating up his neighbor for the 9 months of grief and abuse he endured and winging the Sekirei that Seo fanatically desired. Oyamada's last thought before a mysterious voice emanated from his living room was _"Well Seo, looks like we're even now_._"_

* * *

><p><strong>AN**: Well here it is, the second exciting chapter of "The Large Ashikabi." I was even able to sneak the chapter name at the end! I hope that I was able to do justice to Hikari and Hibiki's characters. Unlike most Sekirei stories out there, I didn't want to go for the immediate winging, opting for a more realistic approach.

One of my goals of this chapter was to "get inside their heads" per se. I wanted to explore each Sekirei's unique way of thinking and delving into their different personalities.

I see Hikari as the one with the shorter temper, more prone to emotional outbursts. Being the slightly older twin, I can see her taking responsibility and looking after her younger sister to the best of her ability. Therefore, she has a pretty wide stubborn streak as well, living by the phrase "my way or the highway," sometimes doing more harm than good in the process. Despite these flaws Hikari would have the confidence and the decisiveness to lead their little duo. Additionally, I can see her having the charisma to compel others to follow her.

Hibiki would be the opposite. Her flaws would come in the form of a lack of confidence and indecisiveness. I can see her going with the flow of things a little too much and not directly challenging her sister's decisions, whatever they might be. However, Hibiki would be more prone to using her head more. Being the more reserved of the duo, I can see her subtely influencing Hikari's choices, without outright going against them. The younger twin brings a cooler head to the table and with it, the ability to see things from a more logical and reasonable standpoint. This has the grand effect of keeping the two of them out of trouble, or doing damage control if things get a bit too hot under the collar.

Anyway, that's what I'm going for anyway .

On a side note, I sincerely apologize for spamming your email with multiple chapters of the same material. I'm still learning my way around this whole "publishing" thing, So I apologize in advance if this happens in the future.

Just Updated Chapter 2 as of 4/20/16

With that being said, I will see you in the next chapter!


	3. Adjusting to Life

**A/N: **Here it is! Chapter 3 of the Large Ashikabi! This one wasn't quite as fun to write, but it's an important chapter in regards to the larger story. I hope you all enjoy reading it, and I apologize for any mistakes and or inconsistencies in this chapter. I did my best to avoid them.

Special thanks to 0756 and ABNALLDAY for the honest reviews. I hope that my writing will improve even more as this story goes on.

With that being said, Enjoy!

* * *

><p>Chapter 3<p>

"Hello?! Anyone out there?" the mysterious voice said. Wondering what was going on now, Oyamada, Hikari, and Hibiki wandered into the living room. On the old T.V, in the living room, a familiar face with a white cape and suit grinned at the three of them from behind thick glasses.

"Ah, there you are! As you know, I am the president of MBI, Hiroto Minaka! I must say that I'm surprised that _you_ were the one to wing these particular Sekirei. Congratulations Kenshin-san on successfully bonding with the Lightning Twins!" Minaka said with a thousand-watt grin.

"I bet you're wondering how I'm able to talk to you through the T.V?! Well, I'm afraid if I tell you, I'd have to kill you!" Minaka continued with a laugh. Truth be told, Oyamada wasn't wondering about that actually, not really. The young man just wrote it off as something you could do if you happened to be a multi-billionaire.

"No, though I am wondering why you're reaching out to me. Though, most likely it's because of the Sekirei Plan am I right?" Oyamada answered. "O-ho! I see they've already filled you in then. However, it's imperative that you do not share this information with anyone not part of this little game of mine. It could go… very badly for you…" Minaka said.

Oyamada still saw Minaka's grin, though somehow it took a more sinister look. This was a grim reminder that, despite the president's easy-going exterior and eccentric sense of humor, the man was a mad genius, with billions of yen to back him up.

Accepting the undisguised threat for what it was, Oyamada nodded in understanding, his face losing color at the implications.

Turning to address the twins, Minaka's face took on a slightly apologetic appearance, as he grinned sheepishly up at them. "Congratulations on finding your Ashikabi numbers 11 and 12, do your best to ascend! Additionally, I'd like to apologize for not issuing you your MBI unlimited cash cards. However, I honestly expected you two to wing yourselves to Seo. Back at the tower, you two worshipped the guy! Unfortunately, that man has extorted millions from us in the past, due to the work he did for us, and we just couldn't allow him access to unlimited funds. Rest assured however, now that we know you've winged yourself to someone better, your cards will be arriving along with the rest of your items!"

Both twins just sat in a shocked silence for a moment before Hikari, predictably exploded in a rage. "WHAT!? WE ENDURE WORKING ON THE STREETS, JUST TRYING TO PUT FOOD IN OUR MOUTHS; LONG AGO ABANDONING OUR PRIDE AND DIGNITY, IN ORDER TO SURVIVE. AND YOU SAY IT WAS BECAUSE YOU THOUGHT WE'D JOIN A LOSER LIKE SEO?!" Hikari roared. Her anger, making her forget that they had every intention of doing just that before they met Oyamada.

Hikari lifted a hand, electricity surging to her fingertips. Seeing her intention, Oyamada called out "Hikari wait!..." but it was too late 'BOOM!' the living room T.V was destroyed, and Hibiki covered her face in horror.

The charred remains of the device plummeted back to the floor with a crunch of metal on wood. A giant scorch mark where Oyamada's T.V used to stand now occupied the area.

Before anyone could react, Minaka's voice sounded from the smaller T.V on the kitchen counter. "That wasn't very nice Hikari-san!" Minaka said with a pout. "Now, thanks to the two of you, your Ashikabi doesn't have a door OR a living room T.V. I wonder how he's going to explain the damages to the landlord…" Oyamada's face paled at the thought.

"Anyway, that's all I had to say, I'm very busy you see. Good luck to you Kenshin-san and to you as well Hikari and Hibiki!" With that, Minaka's face disappeared, and the kitchen T.V turned off.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

The buzzer of his apartment sounded, and Oyamada was afraid that it was the landlord coming to kick him out. Going over to the doorway, with no small amount of trepidation, the large young man looked up. Two muscular men, with business suits and dark glasses stood at the entrance. Each man was holding a cardboard box. One had a large number "11" on the side, and the other had a "12," printed in the same manner.

Holding out his arms, Oyamada accepted both boxes at once, one on top of the other. Staggering under the combined weight, he managed to get out a 'thank you,' before the men disappeared.

Hikari and Hibiki, who had followed him to the entrance, immediately took hold of their respective boxes, relieving their Ashikabi of the weight. With a muttered 'thanks,' Oyamada collapsed into the easy chair, wincing painfully as his injuries began to act up again. _"That was a stupid idea, grabbing heavy boxes with injured ribs, what the hell were you thinking?!" _He thought furiously to himself.

Oyamada looked over at his bent-over Sekirei, as they eagerly dug through their boxes. The new Ashikabi couldn't help but take advantage of the delicious view afforded of Hikari and Hibiki's toned rear-ends. After a moment, Oyamada frowned to himself, silently chastising his wandering eyes. _"Don't be that guy Kenshin, they quit their job, their only source of income, ready to risk it all on the streets, because they were tired of being ogled at. They don't need that kind of behavior from you Ashikabi or no."_

Oyamada's thoughts were interrupted as Hikari straightened up with a cry of triumph and a grin on her face, holding her precious MBI cash card tightly in her hands. Hibiki straightened up to and shook her head at her sister's exuberance, but none-the-less her own card was held just as securely.

"Well, I'm glad that's out of the way now." Oyamada exclaimed, slowly making his way back to his feet with a stretch. "You two need anything else? I've put fresh towels in the bathroom if either of you wanted to take a shower."

"No Ashikabi-sama," they chorused together. Oyamada hid a smile at their synchronized reply. "By the way, Hikari. Now that you have that fancy unlimited credit card, I do expect you to pay me back for the T.V that you blew up. Same with you Hibiki. Unlike the door, that one actually belonged to me." Oyamada said, looking them both in the eye to show he was serious.

"Yes Kenshin-sama, I'm sorry for destroying your T.V" she said sadly. Hibiki also visibly deflated at the reminder of her own destruction of their shared Ashikabi's apartment and also apologized. Seeing their beautiful faces drawn down in sadness, Oyamada knew he couldn't stay mad at them long.

Visibly gathering his courage for what he was about to do, the young man threw an arm around each of their necks, drawing both of them toward his large body in a comforting embrace. Two pairs of eyes widened at this action and their faces heated up slightly, before they gratefully returned the hug.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

After a minute or so, Oyamada gently ended the embrace, smiling slightly as the two of them visibly perked up.

Going over to where the T.V used to stand, Oyamada scooped up the debris from the explosion, depositing them in the kitchen trash. He asked Hikari to move the battered husk into a corner of the living room.

Hibiki wanted to protest when their Ashikabi insist that they shower first, while he changed out the sheets on the bed. However, he wouldn't hear of it, accurately pointing out that they've been outside all day jumping around. She gave in reluctantly, as he walked slowly over to the closet, gasping in pain slightly as he reached up to grasp the spare sheets from the top shelf.

The twins shared a similar look of concern, but didn't say anything. They dug out pajamas from their respective boxes and made their way to the bathroom. Eyeing the shower, they noticed that it was barely big enough for the two of them to move comfortably.

Hikari leaned into the shower stall, turning the knob and causing the water to flow. Without looking behind her, she addressed her sister: "Hibiki, do you think we made the right choice, winging ourselves to this guy?"

Hibiki looked into the mirror, seeing her sister's reflection in the surface. "Are you regretting it already onee-chan?" Hikari thought about that for a minute before turning around to answer. "No…. I don't. We made the right choice, even if he's physically not our ideal Ashikabi. I just want to know your thoughts on this."

"I agree. After thinking about this situation, the other alternatives that we were offered, and comparing them to what we were feeling for this man, I've come to the conclusion that this was the best choice we could have made. Yes, we could have chosen to take him up on his offer and search the city for another Ashikabi. However, logically speaking, we Sekirei look for the person who would unlock our abilities to their fullest in order to win the Sekirei Plan. I don't know about you onee-chan, but I just have a feeling that we wouldn't have found anyone better." Hibiki stated.

Glad to have her sister's feedback, Hikari nodded in agreement and smiled in thanks. Stripping off their borrowed t-shirts, the twin Sekirei stepped into the refreshing shower.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada heard the shower running, signifying that Hikari and Hibiki were washing up together. Images of them naked with water cascading down their sensual bodies as they washed each other with soap, temporarily filled his mind… Shaking his head of those pictures, Oyamada berated himself sternly for the umpteenth time for having such dirty thoughts about girls he's known for only a couple hours.

It took a while with his injured ribs, but the Ashikabi was able to switch out the sheets on his bed. Oyamada tossed the old sheets in the large laundry basket in the corner of the bedroom, before going back to the closet to retrieve the bedroll at the top.

This bed was little more than a skinny mattress, covered by a sheet with a blanket. Grabbing it, and the extra pillow, Oyamada set up both in the living room, in front of where his T.V used to be. As he prepared to lie down, the young man had another thought.

Walking back to the bedroom, Oyamada dug back through the laundry basket and grabbed one of the old sheets from the bed. Going into the kitchen to retrieve the hammer and nails he kept underneath the sink, the young man hammered in the metal pins into the sheet in order to construct a make-shift curtain for privacy. _"Hopefully that didn't wake anyone up"_ he thought, as he hammered the last nail one more time.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Oyamada tried to maneuver his large body without upsetting his ribs too much, in an effort to get comfortable on the sleeping mat. The young man knew that this was a bad idea with his injuries, but Oyamada could not, in good conscience allow the twins the floor while he had the bed.

Before too long, he heard the shower shut off, and the sound of Hikari and Hibiki chatting slowly grew louder. Getting up gingerly, Oyamada turned to address them and nearly fainted with the sight that greeted him. Both girls were clad in spaghetti-strap tops that came down just enough to cover their assets, leaving their toned, stomachs displayed prominently. Small cotton panties came to rest just above their equally athletic legs.

Hikari had a purple "11" printed on her top, while Hibiki had a pink "12." Both were light grey in color. Oyamada was glad that getting a bloody nose from seeing scantily clad woman only existed in anime, otherwise, the poor student would be on the ground with a gusher. Still, certain parts of his anatomy were beginning to act up at the sight.

"What?" Hikari asked with a look of suspicion on her face. "N-Nothing," Oyamada responded shyly, "you both just look really nice is all." Blushing slightly, Hikari cleared her throat nervously. "T-Thanks, are you coming to bed or what?" She asked impatiently. "This is my bed for the night, I figured you two wanted the comfy room for yourselves, seeing as how you probably haven't slept in a good one for a while. Besides, there's not enough room for the three of us."

Hibiki rolled her eyes, "Yes there is, we'll just be a little cozy is all. Besides, you're our Ashikabi, we can't just kick you out of your bed. If anything, it would be the other way around," she said. Oyamada's eyes widened at the thought, "I couldn't do that to you! It wouldn't be proper!" He exclaimed.

"All the more reason for you to come to bed with us," Hibiki answered. "A Sekirei-Ashikabi relationship is a little like being married. It's only proper for a husband and wife, or in this case wives to share the same bed." she argued. Hikari nodded in agreement before adding her two cents. "Come on! Any other man would kill to be in your position. Hibiki and I are glad that you're thinking of our virtue, but you're our fated one, and we want to be with you forever and ever, which includes sharing the same bed."

Oyamada was speechless after such a heartfelt confession. "You two are serious," he said after a moment. It wasn't a question, but nonetheless, both girls nodded 'yes.' Oyamada still couldn't believe it, but, just as before, did not inquire them further about it.

"Alright Hikari, I'll be in soon, I just need to grab a shower as well." Giving them both a warm smile, Oyamada headed to the bathroom. After a quick shower, the young man slipped into a pair of boxers and made sure to grab his biggest t-shirt, to avoid his stomach stretching the material in an unattractive way, and to cover up the developing bruises on his torso from the beating he received from Seo. Personally, he didn't care if his belly was stretching out the shirt or not, but he figured that neither girl would want to see such an ugly sight.

Oyamada was exhausted from the day's events and was eager to sleep, knowing he had a busy day of school and work tomorrow. However, as the hefty young man approached the bedroom door, his nerves returned full force.

Oyamada knew it would be a bit of a tight fit with three people, especially if one of those people was his size. Even if they were lying in a row, their bodies would be touching and there was no getting around it. Oyamada still had some doubts. Surely they'd reconsider once they realized that they'd be up close and personal with an unattractive guy like him right?

However, he kept his thoughts caged and tried to be confident about it. Stepping forward, he entered the bedroom.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Once in the bedroom, Oyamada thought about taking one of the sides to try and mitigate contact that the two incredibly attractive girls would have with his body. However, as if they already considered he might try something like that, each twin had already claimed a side, leaving the middle for him.

_"__You're being ridiculous Kenshin. Reason through this like you usually do: both twins are more than capable of voicing their opinions. If they really didn't want this, they would have said something by now. It's harmful and illogical to get upset over imagined consequences. Remember your saying: _'Don't worry about the possibility, until it becomes actuality.'

Oyamada made that motto up after he saw those American Sherlock Holmes movies, made way back in 2009. The large man admired the way Holmes would take a logical approach to every situation and so, Oyamada came up with that quote one day, when he was in the shower of all places. Ever since then, he would chant that phrase in his head, or out loud if he began to imagine things that could go wrong.

Mentally nodding to himself, Oyamada gently crawled into bed, being careful not to jostle his bruised ribs any more than necessary. The young man tried not to cringe as his substantial weight caused the bed to creak.

"Glad you could join us Ashikabi-sama!" Hibiki said encouragingly. Oyamada smiled at her as he shifted to his back. Both girls slid against him, nearly laying on top of him. Oyamada was content to lay there, arms at his sides, when he felt the dual stares of the twin Sekirei. Shifting slightly to look at them, Oyamada wondered what the matter was, when he noticed their lips were pouted slightly.

With a nod of understanding, the hefty man lifted his arms, gasping slightly at the pain in his ribs, before putting an arm around each twin. Turning to Hibiki on the right, he planted a firm kiss on her lips, causing her wings to flare. Giving Hikari the same treatment, he heard both girls sigh in happiness.

Finally, Hikari and Hibiki each draped an arm gently over his wide torso and turned to face him. "Good night Ashikabi-sama" they chorused together. With an arm around each girl, and the sounds of their gentle breathing filling the room, Oyamada couldn't help but think that he could get used to this. With his own sigh of contentment, the young man had a restful night's sleep.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

It was morning when Hibiki awoke to the sounds and smells of breakfast cooking in the kitchen. Looking to her side, the twin noticed that her Ashikabi and her sister were both absent from the bed. Hibiki remembered the events of yesterday, quitting their jobs at the maid café, tailing a complete stranger, dealing with Seo, and finally winging themselves to that stranger.

The younger twin couldn't help but wonder briefly where their lives were going to go from here, now that they have their Ashikabi. _"Can we really win the whole Sekirei Plan? Even by ourselves, Hikari and I are fairly strong. Put us together, and we're practically unbeatable against anyone save the single numbers. Being adjusted by Asama-sama has its perks. However, we need to get stronger still, if we want to protect our Ashikabi successfully."_ Her thoughts turned to her Kenshin-sama.

Hibiki gave a small sigh, as she remembered how difficult it was to get him into bed with them. Strange as it may sound, the two of them had to almost drag him into the bedroom. Hibiki could understand why. Even now, the man thought it was too good to be true that a pair of beautiful girls wanted an unattractive guy like him. However, the twin was proud when their Ashikabi was able to swallow his doubts when he entered the bedroom.

Yes, Hibiki could understand the sentiment. The Sekirei blushed, as she remembered what happened in the middle of the night. Hopefully, their unintentional actions would clear any lingering doubts that their Ashikabi might have on whether or not he's desirable to them.

_Flashback_

_Oyamada gradually woke up to the feel of soft hands rubbing themselves all over his torso. Looking to the sides, he realized that Hikari and Hibiki were still asleep! The hefty young man squirmed uncomfortably as their hands roamed across his ample stomach, chest, and sides. Listening intently, he realized that Hibiki was muttering something, though Oyamada was too nervous to try and catch it._

_The embarrassed young man was wondering if he should do something, when he felt those hands make their way under his shirt to caress his bare skin._

_After that, Oyamada woke them up, only partially scared as to where events would have led them. Both twins were flustered beyond reason and Hibiki tried to hide her face in his neck from embarrassment._

_Hikari was predictably annoyed at their Ashikabi, blaming him for taking advantage of them like this. But Hibiki and Oyamada could see how flimsy the excuse sounded. After that she got up and left the room for a while, claiming to need a glass of water._

_After a brief talk with her Ashikabi, they concluded to just let this little event go for now and get back to sleep. After Hikari came back, they settled down for a few more hours._

_End Flashback_

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Her dream had been surprisingly erotic. Hibiki had a sneaking suspicion that Hikari snuck away to "relieve herself" from a similar fantasy, considering that she was gone far longer than necessary for a glass of water. Fortunately for Hikari, Hibiki was also too embarrassed to call her out on it. The younger twin couldn't quite understand the sudden increase in feelings toward their Ashikabi, chalking it up as just the Sekirei bond.

Even Hikari, who, just 24 hours previously wouldn't have given a thought to talking, let along sharing a bed with such an unattractive Ashikabi, was all of a sudden having erotic dreams about him. Hibiki just couldn't explain it, though felt that she couldn't place complete blame on the bond.

Getting out of bed and stretching like a cat, the Sekirei let out a huge yawn. Leaving the bedroom, Hibiki wandered out to the kitchen to discover her sister sitting at the table. Their shared Ashikabi was cooking them breakfast. Pulling out a chair, she sat down next to Hikari.

"Good morning Hibiki, did you sleep well?" Oyamada asked with a smile. "Yes, thank you." She replied. Getting out a few plates, the young man quickly and efficiently finished up the omelets. Oyamada scooped up each one and slid them neatly onto each plate.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

After a filling breakfast, Oyamada inquired about their plans for the day. "We need to visit our apartment and move our few remaining items here. Hikari said. "We also need to collect our last pay check from the café." Hibiki added.

Oyamada would have offered to help with the move, if he didn't have school and work today. When he mentioned this fact, Hikari told him not to worry about it and that they would see him when he got back.

The three of them worked together to wash, dry, and put away the dishes. Both Sekirei complimented and thanked their Ashikabi for such a delicious meal, with the promise to return the favor with dinner.

When the last dish was put away, Hikari and Hibiki excused themselves to go change, while the young man finished getting ready for his day. When they emerged, Hikari was dressed in a figure-hugging light blue t-shirt with purple lightning bolts engraved on the front. Hibiki was dressed similarly except her shirt was light pink with blue lightning bolts.

Oyamada had his school uniform on, along with a change of clothes for when it was time to work. Grabbing his phone, the young man called to his Sekirei. "While you're out, I think you two should use those cards of yours to each buy cell phones. If you're serious about this Sekirei plan, then it'd probably be a good idea for us to keep in communication in case something happens."

Oyamada didn't like the thought of Hikari and Hibiki fighting other super-powered alien woman, with the risk of being killed, but figured that if it has to happen, it would be a smart idea to prepare as much as possible.

The twin Sekirei agreed to buy the phones while they were out today. The three of them walked down the hallway together and stepped out into the sunny, April morning. Taking the initiative, Oyamada gave each of them a kiss on their lips, causing their wings to emerge.

All three had slight blushes, but smiles of pleasure on their faces. Hikari and Hibiki bid farewell to their Ashikabi, before easily leaping up onto Seo's roof. From there, the two Sekirei jumped from roof to roof, rapidly shrinking into the distance.

Oyamada watched until they vanished. As always, he was amazed at their athleticism. The young man's smile faded away as he glanced over at Seo's house. Seeing that it was dark inside, the man figured he must be sleeping off the booze and the beating that he suffered.

Oyamada wanted to relish the thought that he managed to get the best of Seo for once, but the pain from his ribs and face, reminded him of his own ass kicking that he took. Despite the pain medicine he took this morning, both injuries were still somewhat painful. Still, Oyamada was not one to quit, just because he was a little bit injured.

Resigning himself to the fact that he was in for a long and painful day, the student set off toward the train station.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hikari and Hibiki jumped from rooftop to rooftop in the bustling metropolis. It was only the early morning, yet traffic was already flowing through the streets of the Bunkyo Ward. Many pedestrians, mostly in business suits were headed to work for the day.

The twins paused on the roof of a nearby gym. The two of them had been traveling non-stop for about an hour and decided it was time for a small break. "We should pay Miya a visit sometime. We haven't seen her since Takehito-Sama passed." Hikari said suddenly.

"You sure that's a good idea onee-chan? Miya will probably attack us with that hannya mask of hers, thinking that we winged ourselves to Seo!" Hibiki replied, not liking the idea of coming face to face with that side of their older sister Sekirei.

"So? We just bring Kenshin-sama with us! He IS our true Ashikabi after all. Besides, I think it's important for our master to meet with Miya-onee chan." Hikari said stubbornly. "If you say so sis…" replied a doubtful Hibiki.

Honestly, Hikari had an ulterior motive for mentioning this idea. When Takehito was still alive, Miya and the twins actually got on fairly well together.

Hikari couldn't understand why her sibling didn't think it was a good idea for their Ashikabi to meet with Miya. Taking a leaf out of Hibiki's book, Hikari tried to analyze the pros and cons of their Ashikabi meeting the Sekirei that the two of them respected. Despite being the opposite of Seo in looks, he was thankfully opposite in all the things that truly mattered as well, such as personality, a work ethic, and good sense when it came to money. There was every reason to believe that Miya would accept their Ashikabi, and treat him respectfully.

Yes, back in those days at MBI, it was common knowledge among the Sekirei personally adjusted by Takehito Asama that he and their leader/older sister were in love with one another. Of course, they all knew about the Izumo Inn because he would talk about quite often.

Up until Asama's tragic death, Hikari and Hibiki, along with those other Sekirei would eat dinner and hang out at Izumo Inn from time to time. Being the head researcher back then, along with having a personal friendship with Hiroto Minaka, allowed the man to let some of the Sekirei out of the tower on special occasions.

All of them got to know Miya quite well through him. When he died however, the visits became less and less frequent, until only a few of those Sekirei remained. Unfortunately, Hikari and Hibiki weren't among them. Instead, they spent the rest of their time at MBI, in the company of Seo as often as possible. The twins knew that Miya had an incredibly low opinion of the slacker, only tolerating him because he was her husband's best friend.

As a result, Hikari and Hibiki had a feeling that Miya had a low opinion of them as well for being so infatuated by him, despite her repeated attempts to dissuade them. At the root of it all, the main reason for wanting to visit the landlady was to find out where they stood with her.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

After traveling for about 10 more min. they finally came across the maid café where they used to work. Quickly locating the building across the street, the twin Sekirei entered the very run-down apartment complex.

Hikari and Hibiki politely greeted their landlady, a kind old woman in her eighties. "Maki-dono, we've decided to move in with someone. Thank you for taking care of us all this time." Hikari said with a bow.

"O-ho! So, you found that special someone you were looking for? Ah, it warms this old heart of mine when young people find love! Whoever they are, I can tell he will treasure both of you for the rest of his days. I have a feeling you two won't be his only loved ones though. However, many challenges await you in the coming months. Take care of him, whoever he is, and each other in the days ahead." she said in a wizened voice. "My apologies, you'll have to forgive the ramblings of an old woman," she continued, after seeing the wide-eyed stares of her two tenants.

The two of them blinked at that. There's no way this old woman knew of the Sekirei Plan, it's just impossible! Deciding to just take it at face value, the two of them bowed again, thanking her for her words.

The Lightning Twins climbed the stairs to the second floor and paused next to the very battered door on the right at the very end of the hall. Hikari unlocked the door, and the two of them went inside for the last time.

Once inside, Hibiki couldn't help but look around. It wasn't much, but it was their home sometime after they exited the tower. The tiny one-bedroom apartment had a small living room, a miniscule kitchen, and a bedroom that was just big enough to hold one bed, an end table, and lamp.

There was no closet to speak of, and so the Sekirei were forced to lay their few garments out on the battered couch in the living room. They didn't have much. Mainly it was just a few clothes, along with their toiletries, hairdryers, and a few knick-knacks that they bought. They packed it all away into the pair of duffle bags that they purchased about a couple weeks after they started working at the café. After one last trip through the tiny apartment, to make sure they weren't forgetting anything and for nostalgia's sake, it was time to leave.

It only took Hikari and Hibiki about 20 minutes to pack up. Now loaded down with duffle bags slung around their necks, they departed the only home they've ever known since they were released from MBI tower 5 months ago.

Returning to the elderly landlady, they concluded their business and wished her one last fond farewell.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

Hikari led the way across the busy intersection as they made their way back to the maid café where they used to work at.

Pushing open the door, the twin Sekirei immediately made their way to the hostess desk. "Hello Kiyoko-chan, how is business today?" Hikari asked the petite girl in a purple wig. With a glare, she looked up with fierce green eyes. "You two! You've got some nerve showing your faces back here!" Kiyoko said angrily. "Because you two quit in the middle of the day, we were shorthanded! About 15 minutes after you left, an anime convention finished, and we had about 30 extra customers, and not enough maids!"

Both Sekirei looked contrite at what they put their co-workers through. "We didn't realize something like that would happen. We're very sorry." Kiyoko's angry expression softened somewhat at the sincere apology. "Yeah, well we were able to handle it, we just had to work a bit harder is all. I take it you two are here to pick up your final checks?"

As Hikari and Hibiki nodded, Kiyoko disappeared briefly to get the manager. A short, but handsome man appeared, clutching two envelopes with a sad expression on his face. "Ah, you're killing me dears! Ever since I hired you girls, we've drawn in more customers due to the fact that you are twins! Is there anything I can do to make you stay on? A pay raise perhaps, with less hours?"

Hibiki noticed Kiyoko's face take on a stormy expression again, at her manager's proposal. Considering the fact that the other girl has worked at this café for far longer than either of them, while not being offered such benefits had a lot to do with it.

Hikari noticed the expression as well and was quick to turn him down. Not that they would have stuck around anyway. "Thanks, but no thanks Goro-sama. My sister and I have other plans, but we appreciate you for hiring us, despite the fact that we had no paperwork. You really saved us back then, and we won't forget you." Hikari said, as she and Hibiki bowed low.

Goro gave the girls a warm smile after they straightened up. "You are very welcome, and I appreciate the hard work you two have done for me. Don't think I didn't notice how getting ogled at by our customers was negatively affecting you girls."

Surprised that their former manager was able to discern that, they simply bowed to him a second time. After spending a bit more time, saying goodbye to their former co-workers, Hikari and Hibiki departed the maid café without a single look back.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

An hour later, back at their Ashikabi's home, the twin Sekirei deposited the two duffle bags into the corner of the bedroom. Making sure that their MBI unlimited cash cards were in hand, they departed the house again.

Hibiki shook her head at the over-enthusiastic look adorning Hikari's face, as the two of them leapt toward the nearest Wal-Mart, located in the shopping district of the Bunkyo ward. For her part, Hikari was looking forward to shopping at this particular store.

Back at MBI tower, some of the scientists would occasionally chatter about non-work related things. One day, two females were talking about a place that just opened. Apparently, this store had anything you could ever want or need at a reasonable price. Hikari remembered that this place was called "Wal-Mart." The idea of anything she could ever desire was in one place, filled the older twin with excitement!

Hibiki, noticed that her sister still had that nauseatingly giddy expression on her face. Testing the waters to see if she could do anything about that, the younger girl turned to her elder. "Careful Hikki-chan, your face will freeze like that! Then what would Ashikabi-sama think?!" Hibiki teased, using that nickname that she knew Hikari hated.

Hikari's thousand watt grin dimmed slightly, as she turned to glare at her twin with a haughty expression. "Hmph, figures my bratty baby sister would stoop to such petty teasing. However, I will not lower myself to your level. Not today, when I plan to buy out as much of the store as possible with my infinite cash card! Not even you Hibbi-chan will ruin it for me!" Hikari answered in kind, with a rare display of emotional control.

Sticking her nose in the air, the elder twin tried to hide the genuine smile of pleasure that she felt at her sister's light-hearted teasing. It felt so good to banter with Hibiki again, that Hikari knew that not even the thought of going to this Wal-Mart with an infinite credit card could compare.

Just catching Hikari's look of happiness, before her twin turned away in mock-haughtiness, Hibiki let out a smile of her own. After so much bad luck that this world had thrust upon them after they were released from the tower, this little slice of normalcy did more for Hibiki than she cared to admit.

Seeing the Wal-Mart down below, the twin Sekirei, now sporting identical thousand-watt grins landed in the parking lot. With one last exchange of smiles, that actually had very little to do with the upcoming shopping binge, the two of them ran inside.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

There was a large crowd in front of Kogei High School and Oyamada could hear faint cheers of encouragement as he approached the main entrance. From the sound of it, there was a fight of some kind going on. Curiosity getting the better of him, Oyamada used his bulk to shoulder through the crowd, muttering apologies along the way. When he made it to the front row, the young man observed the cause of the commotion.

Two girls faced each other, the one on the left was tall and well-built, with short brown hair. She was dressed in what appeared to be a modified light blue kimono, with a cherry blossom pattern. The length of the dress was cut short, stopping just above the knees. The sleeves of the kimono were removed completely, revealing the girl's muscular shoulders and arms. Black combat boots covered her feet. However, it was what she was holding that demanded the shocked high schooler's attention: the weapon was a pole-arm of some kind with a long and narrow axe blade, shaped like a crescent. Oyamada was 80% sure that it was called a Bardiche, having learned about it in the Eastern European class that he took a couple years back.

The girl on the right was shorter in stature and incredibly quick. This one had on a martial artist's Gi that was being held in place by a black belt, and around her head was a matching headband. Her long black hair was tied in a pony-tail. Rubber, martial arts shoes covered her feet.

Oyamada couldn't believe what he was seeing. Both girls were moving in a blur, each trying to inflict as much damage as they could on the other. The fight appears to have been going on for quite some time as both girls were panting heavily.

The weapon-toting girl swung her Bardiche in an arc, trying to decapitate her opponent. With almost casual ease, the kung-fu girl ducked under it, delivering a devastating combo. The momentum from the weapon swing left her opponent wide open and unable to block. The bigger girl flew back, hitting the ground hard and not getting up again. Her large weapon landed with a loud clang, blade-first on the concrete walkway, standing almost straight up.

The kung-fu girl was visibly exhausted and was bleeding from a gash on her side that Oyamada didn't notice before. Still, with a determined expression on her face, she approached her downed opponent. Turning the unconscious girl over, the victor took a knee, and placed a finger on a very familiar symbol on the back of the neck.

**"****By the strength of my pact, my Ashikabi's perils will be defeated!"**

The Sekirei symbol disappeared from the fallen girl's back, as the martial arts fighter straightened back up.

For a few minutes, Oyamada and the rest of the crowd were in a stunned silence at what they witnessed. Then, as if by magic, the distant sound of a helicopter broke the spell.

The crowd began to disperse, now that the fight was over. However, the kung-fu girl remained, staring down at the unconscious body of her opponent, a grim expression adorning her face. As the sound of the helicopter grew closer, the girl looked up to confirm that it was from MBI. Turning around, she ran into the waiting arms of a student that Oyamada recognized from his history class.

Throughout the fight, the large young man had a sneaking suspicion that what he was witnessing was a Sekirei fight. After seeing the superhuman strength and speed that the two girls were exhibiting, it was the only logical conclusion that Oyamada could come to.

Before he could think about it further, a cry of despair sounded behind him. Turning around, he was confronted with what he assumed was the fallen Sekirei's Ashikabi.

Oyamada didn't think that it was possible for a man to grieve so much over a girl that he couldn't have known for more than a few days at the most. The large young man couldn't blame him though. Already, Hikari and Hibiki were important people in his life and the thought of losing either of them filled his heart with ice. While Oyamada defiantly didn't love them yet, having only known them for a day, they were still very special to him.

The winner's Ashikabi looked on with a guilty expression on his face, his Sekirei wearing an equally contrite look. The guy looked like he wanted to say something, but, with a shake of his head, he turned away. Giving his Sekirei a tighter hug than before, the Ashikabi turned around and went into the school. The martial arts girl leapt toward the rooftops and out of sight.

Oyamada himself wanted to extend some form of comfort to the still-crying man, but thought it wouldn't be a good idea to intrude on his grief. The last sound the rotund young man heard before going inside the school, was the panicked pleading of the grief-stricken Ashikabi, as MBI loaded up the injured Sekirei into the helicopter for transport.

Throughout the school day, Oyamada's thoughts kept going back to what he witnessed outside and how he could deal with this insanity.

_"__If this is what all Sekirei fights are like, then this game is evil. Plain and simple. When I get back, I'll tell the girls what I saw here today. With some luck, I can convince them to take up a training regimen of some kind to improve our chances of success. I don't like any part of this game, but going against MBI is not the answer. No doubt they have some form of enforcement designed to keep people from going up against them. If Hikari and Hibiki lost, he would probably never see them again. No, the only logical way would be to win this Sekirei Plan while following MBI's rules, and convince Minaka to release the ones who lost."_

When the school day ended, Oyamada put these thoughts in the back of his mind as he changed out of his uniform and back into his street clothes, in preparation for work.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

The clock was creeping toward closing time at 9pm. Oyamada sighed in boredom as he made his umpteenth circuit around the store, straightening the already neatly lined rows of books. There were only three employees left counting the manager, and the student had a feeling that someone was going to be sent home soon. Oyamada couldn't help but smile to himself at the hard work he put in today despite his injuries…

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

_Flashback_

_The bookstore was fairly crowded when the young man approached his workplace. Customers were all over the building, searching the many shelves of books that lined the store. Thankfully, the atmosphere was relatively quiet with most people engrossed in their reading. Only a small group of children in the corner were making any audible noise._

_It was a Tuesday, which meant that the new books had arrived. Therefore, Oyamada's job consisted of unpacking the countless boxes that lined the back room and organizing the contents using the appropriate sorting method that the bookstore utilized. The new books were stacked in order on the mobile racks that were employed, and then given to the person in charge of relocating them to the shelves._

_During work, Oyamada's ribs were aching throughout the entire shift. It certainly didn't help that he had to move heavy boxes around. After the young man told his boss about his injury, he was almost ordered to go home and rest. The sore student would have been all too oblige him, but after he told his manager about being low on food and the fact that rent was coming up, he was allowed to stay and work._

_Oyamada knew he could afford this month's rent and still have enough for groceries, but that would involve dipping into his savings. Something that the young man was loathe to do, unless it was a last resort. _

_Somehow, Oyamada was able to power through and unpack all the boxes, loading them on the mobile shelves for redistribution throughout the store._

_End Flashback_

This task took up roughly 95% of Oyamada's day because one, he was the only guy in the back room, and two, he was also the only one of a handful of employees, including the manager, who could understand the sorting method that the bookstore used.

The other workers were delegated to shelfing books, helping customers, or running the cash registers. It was lonely back there, but the student enjoyed the peace and quiet of that room.

Now Oyamada's shift was less than an hour away from ending. The young man was tired from the long day of lifting heavy boxes and sorting through countless books. Letting out a cavernous yawn, Oyamada made his way back to the front of the store to the employee bathroom located behind the counter.

Checking his phone, Oyamada read 8:30. _"Just a half-hour to go," _he thought to himself.

"Why don't you go home Kenshin-san, there's no sense in keeping you here. Ryoko and I can close up shop. Great job today on that unloading." Oyamada looked up at the lanky frame of his shift manager.

"Thank you Hosokawa-sama, I will see you tomorrow." The tired employee gave a half-hearted wave to the ever-cheerful Ryoko-san, as he started toward the door. Letting out another yawn, Oyamada opened the main entrance, and started toward the train station.

O.o.O.o.O.o.O

By the time he made it home, it was 10pm. He was looking forward to cooking himself up some dinner before collapsing into his bed. Oyamada briefly wondered what else his Sekirei were up too today, as he pushed aside the bedsheet hanging over the doorway to his apartment suite.

The young man's heart warmed at the sight that greeted him inside: Hikari and Hibiki were curled up in a pair of chairs near the doorway, sound asleep. It appeared that they tried to stay up and wait for him to return.

Oyamada felt guilty for causing them to worry. He should have told them what time he was coming back. Sighing, the student couldn't help but admire how cute they looked, even fast asleep. With a stretch, he placed his things by the doorway.

Bending down, Oyamada scooped up Hibiki, and carried her bridal style back to the bedroom and placed her gently on the bed. The younger twin was out like a rock and didn't even stir slightly during this process.

Returning to the main part of the house, Oyamada picked up the other girl in a similar fashion. "Master…" Hikari muttered in her sleep, as he carried her into the bedroom. Setting her down on the other side of the bed.

With one last smile at the sleeping Sekirei, Oyamada headed for the bathroom for a quick shower, washing away the dried sweat and stink on his body. The warm water was like a soothing balm on his battered self. After a brief, yet thorough scrub, he stepped out of the shower and toweled himself dry.

A now refreshed Oyamada made his way to the kitchen to prepare some instant ramen. Going to the cupboard, he fished out a sizable pot and filled it with water. Carrying it over to the stove top, Oyamada turned the heat on high and placed the water on top to boil.

While it was gradually heating up, the hungry young man shuffled around his little kitchen, looking for the noodles. Finally finding one of the instant ramen packs, Oyamada tore it open and dumped the square block of food into the water.

A few minutes later, it was time to eat. Grabbing a soup bowl from a different cabinet, Oyamada made his way back to the stove top and carefully poured the scalding noodles into the bowl before adding some pepper for flavor.

Within another 20 minutes, the ramen was eaten, the dishes were cleaned, and the kitchen was scrubbed.

Oyamada changed into his boxer shorts and climbed into bed with his Sekirei. The tired young man decided to tell the girls about what he saw at school tomorrow. Closing his eyes, Oyamada was asleep in seconds, Hikari and Hibiki each clutching an arm in their sleep.

* * *

><p><strong>AN:** There we go, chapter numero trois is now finished. In case you're wondering, I do have an interaction between Oyamada and Miya along with the other members of Izumo Inn planned at some point down the line. They aren't going to play a major roll in the story, but they will make an appearance occasionally. Additionally, the Sekirei plan will begin in earnest with Minaka's announcement of the Green Girl.

One last thing, the next chapter might come at a slower pace because I have college finals this week. No promises on when chapter 4 will be released (I still have to write it after all.) But further editing will probably be done to these first 3 chapters as time permits and new mistakes are discovered.

Anyway, thank you all for the support on this story so far, and have a fantastic week!


End file.
